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TIE re reception which 
firſt Edition met with from the 


Public, renders it now requiſite to te- 
tify our thanks, and ſay, it affords us 
a pleaſant ſatis faction to find our at- 
tempt in forming a collection of Song, 
hath been ſo well and umverſally re- 
ceived. On this occaſion, it is our dut 
to declare, that no pains have been ſpar- 
ed to render his Edition the moſt com- 
pleat that ever was preſented at the 
* fhrine of public favour. Such Songs 
(as from their merit) have been eſteer' 7 
ed moſt worthy of preſervation, have © 
been carefully retained, and ſuch new, 
ones added, as were held in the higheſt 
A2. public 
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. From theſe pre- 

* miſes, this Book may with propriety 
claim the public protection; and, with 
truth, we may aſſert that 


As an argument for a ſclection of 
Songs, we find that in the eaxlicſt ages, 
muſic and ſinging were not only amuſe- 
ments, but abſolutely incentives. to duty. 
The fierce Warrior, from the ſtrength 
and nableneſs of his Songs, was rouſed 
i patriatiim and the protection of his 
n Hunter ſpurred to the 
chaſe.— The Mariner (in his verſes to 

he watery God,) guided the helm, and 
ſung, to the fanning gale—while the 
paſtaxal- youth, in tender ſtrains, fed his 
Rocks and ſought his love.—The Suit- 
or in ſoſt notes, raiſed the tender flame 

of fwect affection.ä— And in modern 
times, the ANACREONTIC SOCIETY is a 
proof that the introduction of mirth 
— — and 


« We have culicd the ſtwects from every bive.” 
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and harmony, raiſes and enlivens the 
heart, baniſhes dullneſs and infipidity, 
and crowns the feſtive board with joy 
and glee. 

Under theſe general ideas, we preſent 
this Book as a collection which will be 
found infinitely ſuperior to any other 
yet offered to the public, fully convinc- 
ed it contains the ſtandard Songs of 
| merit, and that all the modern ones of 
| worth have been added ;—it may there= | 
bdore be preſumed that this univerſal | 
; felection will juſtly merit the ſupport 4 
| and patronage of every friend to | 
Harmoxy AND InxOcexce. 
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SONG I. 
THE NEGLECTED TARS OF BRITAIN, 


THE WORDS BY MR, E. R USUTON, 


I Sing the Britiſh ſeaman's == 
A theme renown'd in 3 

It well deſerves more poliſh d lays, 
Oh! *tis your boaſt and glory: 

When mad-brain'd war 3 reads death met 
By them you are prot | 

But when in peace the nation's — 
Theſe bulwarks are negletted. 


ena us. 
Then O! protett the hardy Tar, 
Be mindful of his merit; 
And when again your plung'd i mn war, 


He'll ſhew his daring ſpirit. 


When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; 
When lightning darts, when rhunders rol 
And all is wild commotion : - 
B hen 
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When the bark on the white top'd waves, 
Wich boiſt'rous + i 
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Yet coolly ſtill the whole he braves, | 
Untam'd amidſt the howling. 
Then Oh! protect, Ec, | 


When deep immers'd in ſulph'rous ſmoke, | 
le feels a glowing pleaſure ; f 
He loads his gun, or cracks his joke, f 
Elated beyond meaſure : | 
Though fore and aft the blood ſtain'd deck, | 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear ; | 


Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


The ſailor knows no fear. 
e Then Ch! protect, Ge. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
When ſcorching beams aſſail him; 
When all the canvas hangs ſupine, | 
And food and water fail him: ' 
Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill 1s reigning ; 
They call the 'watch—his rapture's o'cr, ; 
He fighs—but ſcorns complaining. + 

7 Ok! þr otect, Se. I 


Or burning on that noxious coaſt, j 
Where — ſo oft befriends him; f 
Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's froſt, | 
rue courage fill attends him: 
No clime can this eradicate, 
He glories in annoyance ; 
He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
And bids grim death defiance. | 
1 | Then Oh ! protect, Sc. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fears, 
In peace be then negletted ? | 


Kö . 
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With ruſtic in 
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Behold him moving long the — 'P 
Pale, meagre, a and . il a; : 
Behold him ng ior employ, -; *:204; 1 a4 
P-hold him Rel 3 5 
Then view the anguiſh in higeye, i 

And ſay, are Tars rewa 


Then Ok ! pres, Vc, 


To them your deareſt rights you-owe, 

In peace then would you ſtarve them ?. 5 aA 
What ſay ye, Britain's fons—OQh1 no 

protett them and preſerve — 


Shield them from poverty and pain, 
'Tis policy to do it; 


Or when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh, Britons, you may rue it. 


CEC SS = 2 8s, l 0 | 
Then Oh! protett the handy Tar, | 
Be mindful of his merit : -S 


And when again you're plung'd ir in war 
He'll ſhew his daring fpirit. - — 


SONS ME = 


HAT cheerful ſounds ſaute our Cars, 
And echo o'er the lawn ! 
Behold the loaded car appears, "Io 
In joyful triumph drawn; 4 
The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial 1 
all Grouting as they come, 


ruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt home. 


The golden ſheaves pil'd up on hi h, 
Within the barn 1 fond: a 


B 2 * The 
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The careful hind, with ſecret joy, 
Exulting, views his hoard: 

His labours paſt, he counts his gains, 
And, free from anxious care, 


His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt fwains 


His rural plenty ſhare. 


In dance and ſong the night is ſpent, . 
All ply the flowing bowl; 

And jeſts and harmlefs merriment, 
Expand the artleſs ſoul: 

Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who {till reap'd by his fide; 

And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 
To take her for his bride, 


For joys like theſe, through circling years, 
err toilſome taſk they tend; 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpect to the end: 

In Spring, or Winter, fows his feed, 
Manures, or tills the foil ; 

In Summer various cares ſucceed, 
But harveſt Crowns his toil, 
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* Y name is frizure, I'd have you to know, 
A very imart hand at adorning a beau; 
Or a belle who would ave in the faſhion her tete, 
There is few that like me who can do it compleat. 


With my twiſting and twirling, 

Pomatum and curling, | 

Wich my comb, tongs and puff, 
And pertume for the ſmell; 
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I'm ſure it ſhall pleaſe ye 


All wonderful well. 
To frizale a noddle, ſmart up a toupee,. 


Ye ladies and jemmy's come hather to me; 
If lank as a ruſh-light at firſt is your hair, 
It ſhall preſently be to your mind I declare, 
Wuh my twiſting, Sc. 
When your heads are ſo+ dress d that there's 
none can compass 
You may judge for yourſelves if you look in 
this glaſs; 
So ſmart and fo charming I'll make * eat, 
That a critic ſhall ſay there is not — ir. 
With my tuning Sc. 
If your ſkull is thin clad, and your hair is but 
RS A r 1 ER 
My bears greaſe will make them grow wortder- 
ful plenty; | — — 
A ſecret alone that's entruſted to me, | 
And you all will be friz'd a-la-mode de Paris. 
With my tanflung, Sc. 
At a ball, or a rout, or a Royal birth-day, *©- 


* 


"Twas I, who puff major, that made them all gay, A 


Eags, bob, and bob major, I made them all ſhine, 
For 1 am the tonſor to make ou all fine. 
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NCOMPASS'D in an Angel's frame 
4 An Angel's virtues lay ; | 
Too ſoon did Heav'n aſſert the claim, 
And call'd its own away. 


VT 
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My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
uſt never more return; | 
What now ſhall fill theſe widow's arms, 
Ahl me——nmy Anna's Urn. | 


= ADR IOY ORD On = 
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as Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, j 
Fair Roſalie a rultic maid ; 

They met, they lov'd, cach other's joy, f 
Together G er the hills they ſtray d. | 
Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love | 
Nor would their happineſs delay, : 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould ſhould prove. 
Tomorrow be their wedding day. 


| 
When. as at eve, beſide the brook, ! 
| 
| 
| 


_ 
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Where ſtray d their flocks, they ſat and ſmil'd, 
One luckleſs lamb the current took, 
Tas Roſalic's—ſhe ſtarted wild. 


3 Run, Lubin, run, my favourite ſave, 
I Too fately the youth obey'd : 
Hie ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
Io“ give the little wand'rer aid. 


But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 
2 When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 
Ah, Roſalie! for ever more, | 

In this cold grave thy lover lies. | 


On that long bank—Oh! ſtill be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid; 

And with fad wreaths of cypreſs green, 
Forever ſoothe thy Lubin's ſhade. 
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ALLEN BROOKE OF WINDERMEER, 


AY have you in the village ſeen, 
A — outh of Abr, mien: 
If ſuch a one hath paſh 
With melancholy 1 = Foy _ ; 
Where is he gone, ah! tell me where, 
'Tis Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


Laſt night he ſighing took his leave, 
Which caus'd my tender heart to grive; 

And many maids I know there be, | 
Who try to wean his love from me; ay 
But heaven knows my heart's ſincere, 1 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. . = 


My throbbing heart is full of woe, 
To think that he ſhould leave me fo; 
But if my love ſhould anger'd be, 
And try to hide himſelf me; 
Then death ſhall bear me on a bier, 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


SONG VII. 


THE BONNY SEAMAN. 


” 

F Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman, 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam 

Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 

But left his heart with her at home : 

She view'd the fea from off the hill, 

And as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, | 

She ſung * d — * 
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The wing blew loud and ſhe grew pes. 
the weather-cock turn round; 

SY ſhe ſpied her bonny lailor, 
Come — o'er the faliow ground: 

With nituble hafte he leapt the tate, 

And Sally met him witha fmile, 

And hugg'd her bonny Lalor. 


This k Hife, the gift, of lovely Sally , 
I ſtill have kept it for her ſake ; : 
A thouſand times in am rous folly, ' 
Thy name Fvercarv'd upon the deck; 
Again this happy pledge returns, 
To ſhew how: truly Thomas burns— 
How truly burns for Sally. 


This thimble did'ſt thou give to Sally, 
_ While this 1 fee I think on you ; 
Then why dees Tom ſtand ſhilly halls, 
While yarn ſteeple is in view ? 
Tom, never to occaſion blind. 
Hs took her w the willing mind, 
And went to church with Sally. 


IPL. 
* Role had been walh d, juſt waſh'd gn, | 


SONG VIII. 
a ſhow'r, 
Which Mary to Anna convey'd; 


The plentiful moi ſter cncumber'd the flow r, 
| And weigh'd down its beautiful head. 


The cup wasall RIG; andthe leaves were all wet. 
And it ſeem'd, to a faneyſul view, | 

To weep for the buds it had left, with regret, 

bo the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 
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] EPI 
I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfit as it was 
For a noſegay, fo dripping and drown'd, 
And ſwinging it rudely, too rudely, alas! 
I ſnapp'd it! it fell to the ground. 
And ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the pitileſs part, 
Some act by the delicate mind, 
Regardleſs of wringing or breaking a heart 
Already to ſorrow inclin'd. 


This elegant roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, ü 

Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile ; 

And the tear that is wip'd with a little redreſs, + 
May be follow'd — — with a ſmile. | 


SONG IX. .: 
MOULINES. MARIA. {+1 7 2 
AS near a thicket's calm retreat, a 1 


Under a poplar tree, 

Maria choſe. her wretched ſeat 2 | 

To mourn her ſorrows free, * "oo — 

Her lovely form was ſweet to view, = 
As dawn at opening day; 5 
But, ah ! ſhe mourn'd her love not true, 

And wept her cares away. | | 


The brook flow'd gently at her feet 
In murmurs ſmooth along ; 1 

Her pipe, which once ſhe tun'd moſt ſweet, 
Had now forgot its ſong. | v2 

No more to charm the vale ſhe tries, 
For grief has fill'd her breaſt : 

Thoſe joys which once ſhe uſed to prize—. 
But love has robb'd her reſt, © : 
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Poor eſs maid, who can behold 
Thy tferrows ſo ſevere, 

And hear thy loveloru ſtory told 
Without a f. tear, 

Mana, luckleſs maid, — 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceale; 
For Heav'n will take a maid fo truc, 
To everlaſting peace. 


SON GC -X. 
＋* ſun bets m night, and the ftars ſhun 


the dav, 
But glory remains whentheir lights fade away ; 


Begin ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 


F Forthe {on of Alknomook mall never complain. 


Remember the arrows he ſhot from his bow ; 
Ro ger your Chiefs by his hatchet laid low: 
Why ſo flow?! do you wait till 1 ſhrink from 
| my pain 
No! the {on of Alknomook ſhall never com- 
plain, 


4 : Remember the 8 in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your na- 


tion away 
Now the flame riſes faſt! You exult in my pain; . 
But the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


the land where my father is gone ; 
His gholt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon: 
Death comes like a friend, —he relieves me from 
ain; 
And the ſon of Alknomook has ſcorn'd to com- 
Plain, ; 


. £ *% } 
- * > 
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SONG .. 


PHE Traveller benighted 
And led thro' wearied ways, ; 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn furveys. 


The riſing profpeRts. viewing. 
His looks are forward - 

He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


SONG XIL 


SIGH and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls do but echo my moan ; 
Alas! it increales my pain, * 
When I think on the days that are gone. 
Thro' the grate of my priſon I fee 
The bind as they wanton in air; 
2 it pants to be free 
y looks they are wild with deſpair. 
Above the oppreſt by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my ſ ces; 
Tho” fortune has alter'd my itate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thaſee. 
Falſe woman, in ages to come 


Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; 


* 
o 


, 0 
9 * 


And when we are cold in the nd 4 
Some heart ſtill ſhall ſorrow ſor ge. 
Ye roofs, where cold dam ps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell, 
- How comfortlefs. the da 138 *, 


Ho ſad tolls the evening bel! 


chars. os. 


1 
The owls from the battlements cry, 


Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around; 
O Mary ! prepare thee todie : 
My blood it runs cold at the ſound, 


A 


SONG XIII. 


| * ſing you a ſong, faith I'm ſinging it here 


now, 
I don't mean t' front neither ſmall or big bow 
wow; 
The ſubje& I've choſen it is the canine race, 
To prove like us two legg'd dogs, they are a 
very fine race. 
Bow wow wow» ful lal lal la. 


Like ro gn I, other dogs may be counted fad 


As we — . water, ſome might think us 
mad dogs: 

A courtier is a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog, 

A foldier is amaſtiff, and a ſailor's a bull dog. 


Bow wow, Sc. 


An old maid comes from church, the poor, no 


luſty lady kinder, 
A her footman, with prayer-book 
> her; of 9 
A poor boy aſks a farthing, and gets plenty of 
| kicking, | 
But little ſhock, her lap dog, muſt have a roaſt- 
ed chicken. 
N Bow wow, Sc. 
When filly dogs for property, uncle, ſon and 
brother, | | 


Grin 


: —_ .u.___. at... 
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Grin and ſnort mighty gruff, and worry one 
another ; 
Should they a bit of equity from juſtice beg the 
loan of, 
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries 
quick the bone off. 


Bow worw, Ec. 
A Poet's a lank grey-hound, for the public he 


runs game down, 


A critic is a cur that ſtrives to run his fame down; 


And though he cannot follow where the noble 
rt invites ham, 

He ſlyly ſteals behind and by theheel he bites him. 

Bow wow, Sc. 


You've a choice pack of friends, while to feed 
them you are able, 

Your dog for his morſel crouches under your tall 

Your friends turn tail in misfortune or diſaſter, 

But your faithful dog will ne'er forſake his 


. 


Bow wow, Sc. 


As your friends turn tail the moment Chat vo 
need them, 


My dog n away when no longer T could a 
m; 

This cur ſo ungrateful, forſook me on my Ibufty, 
And for a mouldy my wentback to the attorney. 


error 


* - - 
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OW happy the woman, whofe charms _ 


11 Gain {weethearts {tuck all of 'a 1 ] " 
: C That 


Bow wow, Sc. 4 
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That if ane ſhould deſert from her arms, 
She ſtill has two firings to her bow. 


Should Thomas prove falfe, could he rob 
My heart of its quiet? O no! 

For if Thomas is gone there is Bob; 
I ſtill have two ſtrings to my bow. 


Then 'tis not ſo common a thin 
Can vex me, I'd have you to know! 
Since I have two beaux to my ſtring, 
As well as two ſtrings to my bow. 


SONG XV. 


| - | 'HE ſtag through the foreſt, when rous'd by 
the horn, 

Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wretched 

: forlo 


orn, 
Quick panting, heart burſting, the hounds now 
in view, 

RIS ſpeed doubles! they eager pur- 
C ; 
But eſcaping the hunters again thro' the groves 

J Feu ; paſt evils, with freedom he roves ; F 
3 Not ſo in his foul who from tyrant love flies, 
” The ſhaft overtakes him diſparing he dies. 


K 


SONG XVI. 


1 told by the wiſe one's a maid I ſhall die; 
They fay I'mtoo nice, but the charge I de 


© Thnww bat t00 wel hv banda 


. 
- 


Nor never will I wed 'till a youth I can find,. 1 


Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 4 
| C 2 OY "With 1 


8 1 | 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are | 


young. 


But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Whole ages of ſorrow, for moments of joy, 
I never will wed till a youth I can find, 
Where the friend and the lover are equelly join'd, 


No t, though learn'd, or flooliſhly gay, 
Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay, 
To every fair one obliging and free, 


But never be fond of any but me; 


In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may conſide, 

Whole kindneſs can foothe me, whoſe ; 
can guide, 4 

Such a youth I would marry, if ſuch I could 
fi = 

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd 


From ſuch a dear lover as here I defcribe, * 

Hoc ſhould freight me, nor millions ſhould”? 
bribe: . 

But *till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

I am ſingle and happy, and ſtill will be ſo. 

You may laugh and ſuppoſe I am nicer than Wie, 


But 4 2p the vain fop, the dull coxcomb de- 
ſpiſe, 3 


2 a 
Ls 

« 
* 


Where the friend and the lover are equally join d. 


Orr rr 


SONG XVI. 
YOUNG Roger the ploughman, who wanted 
a mate. 22 | 


RY 


N . 
«”: O t 
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„With y fo large, in his holiday clothes, 
(His hands in 18 ckets) away Roger goes, 

Now he was as balhful as baſhful could be, 

And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he: 

So he bow d. and ſhe ſtar d. and he let his hat fall; 

| Then he grin'd, ſcratched his head, and ſaid no- 

thing at all. 

If auk ward the fwain, not leſs aukward the maid ; 

She 2 and bluſn d, with her apron-ſtring 

lay” 

Till the old folks i —_— to have thething done, 

Agreed that young oger and Kate ſhould be one. 

In ſilence the young one's both nodded aſſent; 

dir hands being joined to he married they went, 


4 * a Where they anſwer d the par ſon with voices ſo 


fmall, 


\ ® * You'd have * they had both faĩd nothing 


at all. 


But marx what a change in the courſe of a week 
1 * 3 left off bluſhinz—Ro7er boldly could 


| Could ok ke with his deary, laugh loud at the jeſt, 
She — coax too and ondle as well as the beſt; 
5 aſham' d of paſt folly they've often declar'd, 
encourage young folks who at courtſhip are 
ſcar'd. 
Ik at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance ou'll call, 
Wen once you are us'd to't 'tis nothing at all 


— —— _—  — — _ 


| SONG XVIII. 
Clerk I was in London AY, 


emmy linkum-feedle, 
And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 


. 
I march'd the lobby, twirl'd my ſtick, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle; 


The girls all cry'd, © He's quite the kick! 
Oh Jemmy linkum feedle, 


Hey, for America I ſail, 
Yankee doodle deedle 

1 — boys cry d. ſmoał his tail? 

my linkum feedle. 

os Er all belles I turn'd my back, 
Diddie, daddle, deedle ; 

And got a foreign Fair quite Black, 
Oh twiddle twaddle tweedle. 


Your London girls, with roguiſh tri 
Wheedle, wheedle, wheedle, is 


Boaſt their pouting under-li 

Fiddle, faddle fade "Fredle. 92 
Wywows would beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, decdle, 

Whoſe upper: lip pouts twice as much, 
Oh pretty wheedle! 


Rings I'll buy to deck her toes, 
Jemmy linkum feedle ; 

A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving fiddle feedle 

With jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt, 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a? | 

Awhile Othello, I can truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona 


— 22 23 2 FI 
SONG XIX. 


THE SORROWS OF WER TER. 
HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld . 


As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs one | 


green, 


ES } 


He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd, 
And prais'd the ſoft grace of her mien. 
But all her S known, 


Gentle Werter to adore; 
He ſighs for a heart not her own, 
And the joys of poor Werter are o'er, 


Tho” vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 

As a friend gentle Werter was dear ; 
Her ſmiles oft his forrow aſſuag'd, 

While pity has dropt a ſoft tear, 
Urg'd by A he grew bold, and ſhe cry'd, 
| erter, leave me, and ſee me no more ; 
He figh'd, —he obey'd,—and he dy'd! 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore, 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, 


Under pity's ſoft garb hide his dart ; 
Werter's forrows are laid in the grave, 

While pity {till wrings Charlotte's heart, 
And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cried, 

While with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſaw me,—he lov'd, —and he dy'd ! 

Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore, 


WOOD 


— 


THE FORCE OF LOVE. 
A Sequel to the Sorrows of Werter, 
WEE firſt the fatal news arriv'd, 


That Werter was no more ; 
Charlotte of reaſon was depriv'd— 
Fell ſenſeleſs on the flcor. 
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When ſhe reviv'd, her eyes ſhe rais'd, 
And cry'd, with wild deſpair, 


His faithful heart be ever prais'd, 
For Love and Truth A. there, 


The wretched Charlotte at his tomb 
Oft paid the tribute due; 

Wept o'er his grave, and mourn'd his doom, 
And ligh'd for love fo true. 

His loſs £ could not long ſurvive, 


For life was at a ſtand; 

Het colour fled, her cheeks grew pale,— 
She dropp'd her lilly han 

Then gently rais'd her eyes to heav'n, 
With feeble voice ſhe cry'd, 

Bleſt youth, be all — faults —_ — 
She heav'd a fi y'd. 

Albert he . his wife — friend, 
And ſhed the tender tear: 


The village wept their mournful end, 
And nought was left to chear. 


0 matt . 


SONG XXI. 


R Orra tink of Yanko dear, 
Tho' he be gone for ever; 
For he no dead, —he {till live here, 
And he from here go never. 


Like on a ſand me mark my face, 
De wave come roll him over; 

De mark he go, but en 
Tis eaſy to dilcover, 


186 } 
1 ſee fore now de tree, de flower, 
He droop like Orra, furely,—- 


And den by'm bye dere come a ſhower, 
He hold him head up purely. 


And ſo ſome time me tink me die, 
My heart ſo lick he grieve me; 
But in a lilly time me cry 


Good deal, and dat relieve me 
r 
SONG XXI. 


HEN Vanko dear fight far away, 
Some token kind me ſend; 
One branch of Olive, for dat ſay 
Me wiſh de battle end. 


De r tremble while him go, 
bo 2 dy life take care ; p 

Me ſend no laurel, for me know 
Of dat he find him ſhare. 


De ivy ſay my heart be true, 
Me droop, ſay willow tree; 
De torn, he ſay, me ſick for you, 
De ſunflow er, tink of me. 


Till laſt me go weep wid the pine, 

For fear poor Yank dead: 

He come! and 1 de myrtle twine 
In chaplet for him head. 


SONG XX, 
O's Plato why ſhould man be vain, 


Since 1— heaven hath made * 


— — — 


HE 
Why look with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or tate ? 


Can ſplendid robes, or beds. of down, 


Or coſtly gems that deck the fair, — 
Can all the glories of a crown 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die ; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction, lie. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greatelt titles bore; 
The wealth and glory they poſſeſs'd, 
And all their honours, are no more. 


So glides the meteor thro' the ſky, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train.—- 

But, when its ſhort liv'd beauties die, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls :— 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; 

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls : 
When Jove us calls we muſt obey. 


SONG XXIII. 


as gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage ; 
Yet, how ſad the poor thing was within it ! 
Oh, how 1t did flutter and rage : 
Then he mop'd and pin'd, 
That his wings were confin'd, 
Till I op'd the door of his den: 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, 
He came to his cage back again, 


L 28 J 
SONG XXIV. 


28 my pleaſant native plains, 
Ly with bliſs each moment flew ; 
8 * inſpir'd the ſtrains, 


le as the joys I knew: 
1 evening gay 
Ham d the merry Roundelay. 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and j joy impart ; ; 

Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs 
Faithful echoes to the heart ! 

Happy hours for ever gay 

Claim'd the merry unn. 


But the breath of genial ſprin 
Wak'd the w — o the grove ; 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you ling, 
Would not join che ſong of love ? 


Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


SONG XXV, 
A Dan Banna's banks I ſtray d, one 


ev'ning in May, 


The little birds in 1 ry 


ſpray; 


f They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung 


them o'er and o'er, 


Ah gramachree ma chollenouge ma Molly aſhtore. 


The daſie pied and all the ſweets the dawn of 
nature yields, 


The” 


L 23 J 
The primroſe pale, the vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd 


o'er the field; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I 


adore, 


Ah gramachree, 
I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad 


fate 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel 
Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears 


her in its core; 
An gramachree, S.. 


You faid you lov'd me Molly dear, ah why did 
I believe, 

Yet who could think ſuch tender words were 
meant but to deceive : 

That love was all I aſk on earth, nay heay'n 
could give no more; | 

Ah gramachree, &c, 

Oh had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yel- 
low hill, | = 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon 
green paſture fill ; 

With her I love I'd gladly ſhare my kine and 


fleecy ſtore: 
Ah gramackree, Sc. 


Two * doves above my head ſat courting on 
a bough, | 
I envied them their happineſs to fee them bill 


and coo ; 


Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd but now 
alas tis o'er: . 

Ah gramachree, 6c. 

Then 


Fo [ 24 ] 
Then fare thee well my Molly dear, thy loſs 1 
e'er ſhall mourn, 
Whilſt life remains in Strephon's heart, twin 
| beat for thee alone : 
Tho' thou art falſe may heav'n on thee its 
| choiceſt bleſſings pour: 
Ah gramachree, &c, 


— — 


> 


SONG XXVI. 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
4 And friedſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; | 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that, in ſearching 't 
around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found, 


| 4 

O friendſhip! thou balm and rich ſweet'ner of | 
2 life! ' 

Kind parent of caſe, and compoſer of ſtrife! 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour? 

" How much to be priz'd and eſteemed is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend! 


Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe ; 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into Peace. 


When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will ap- 


pear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere! 
| Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſ- 


No longer to court you they eagerly preſs, 


SONG 1 
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was I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
And I brought it o'er the ſca by chance; 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
O the like was never ſeen : 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away ; 
And when I had nothing left to ſay, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


As I was walking down Thames-ſtreet, 
A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolved him to treat 

With a cann of grog, gillio ! 
A cann of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip-mate, | 
And fatisfaftion gave him ſtraight ; 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The macaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd fo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 

And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb 

Some were ſhort and ſome were tall : | 

But 'tis very well known that I lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud ſay, 
As how he wiſh'd I would go away, 
And if I 'tempted for to ſtay, 

As how he'd take'the law : T 
Lord d—n me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, 
For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt ; ©. 
All this I ſaid, and nothing worſe; | 

Then I ſung 2 de ral tit, &c. 
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I've eroſs'd the raging main, 
=_ be come back to Old Eng again, 


— Pl drink galore ; 

Wit irl to fit by my — 

And — her y robes IH 

So that ſhe ſhall be quite — 
Then I'll ſing fal de ral tit, &c. 


SONG XXIX. 


2 what care I for mam or dad, 
let em ſcold and bellow ; 
For while le | live I'll love my lad, 


He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair-day on green, 
The youth he danc'd fowell O; 

So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my {ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over—night was come— 5 


The lad was ſomewhat mellow : 


Er dear, I'll fee you home; 
| thank's the chabming fellow. 


We trudg'd along—the moon ſhone bright, 

Says he, my ſweeteſt Nello, 

Tu kiſs a here by this good light : 
Lord { what a chartiting fellow ! 


923 . my breath, 
* a dard, 
ih ſuch a charming fellow, 


7 ] 
SONG XXX. 
IWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear 
8 When farc d from her to go, g 
Adown her check run many a tear 
My heart was fraught with woe. 


Our anchor weigh'd, for fea we ſtood, A 
The land we left behind— 

Her ears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My fighs increas'd the wind. 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 

For five long years I had not ſeen, 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. 


That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart wauld break. 
The preſs-gang bold I a{k'd in vain 
To let me It on ſhore 
I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But faw my Poll no more, 


And have they torn my love away ? 
And is he gone? ſhe cried * 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May 
She languiſh'd, droop'd, and died, 


SONG xxx! 
HE top-ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee: 


. - * . 2 
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For tho” thy ſailor's bound aſar, 
Still love ſhall be his guiding ſtar. , 


Should landmen flatter when we're fail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; | 

No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
It love breath'd conſtant gales : 

Thou art the compais of my ſoul, 

Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 

More fell thai rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves: 

No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we leave our hearts wich you. 


Theſe are our cares - but if you're kind, 
Well ſcorn the daſhing main; 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain : 
Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our fails are full—ſwect girls, adieu! 
SONG XXXII. 
* in the ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and [weet appear, 
That Colin with the morning ray 
Aroſe, and ſung his rural lay: 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung,— 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung; 


While Rolline Caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the chearful train. 


Awake, {weet muſe ! the breathing ſpring, 


With rapture warms, awake and ling ; 
> | 4 2 Awake 
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Awake and join the vocal throng, 
Who hail the morning with their ſong. 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful 3 
O bid her —＋— and come away; 
In ſweeteſt {miles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn, 


O hark, my love! on every pray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes lay; 


"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my riſing boſom wazms, 
And fills my ſoul with {weet alarms. 


O! come my love! thy Colin's — 
With rapture calls: O come awa 


Come, while the muſe this wreat » ſhall twine 


Around that medeſt brow of thine. 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring ; 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm'd this raviſh'd breaſt of mine. 


SONG XXXIIL 


" ow haſt play'd a falſe, a faithleſs ber, 
Remorſe Ein wait on thee, my love; 


Ambition hath ſeduc'd the heart 
Which honor ow'd to me my love. 


Tho ſplendour deck thy nuptial bow'r,— 
Tho' pleaſures round thee fly, my love; 


Each joy that marks the playful bour, 
| Shall labour with a fig wee 


D3 


C3 
And when the penſive moments come, 
For who from theſe are free, my love ; 
—— thou'lt mourn thy Melville 's doom, 
lend a tear to * love. 


S ON G. XXXIV. | 
'ER moorlands and mountains, wide, bar- 


ren, and bare, 

As wilder'd and wearied I roam; 
A yu young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
leads me o'er lawns to her home. 
Yallow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had 

* _crown'd. 

Green ruſhes were ſ{trew'd on her floor; 

Her caſement ſweet 'woodbines crept wantonly 


round, 
And deck d the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We ſat — down to a cooling repaſt— 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances 
ſhe caſt, 
Love flily ſtole into my breaft.- 
I told my ſoft wiſhes ; he ſweetly reply d, 
(Ye virgins her voice was divine!) 
I've rich ones re gjefied, and great ones deny 'd, 
Yet take me fond ſhepherd, I m thine, 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpett ſo meek ; 

So fi ie, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs d the ripe roles that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms, 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 


And if—on the banks by the ſtream, 


_ Reclin'ds 


> 
” 
2 
* * Py 
« 
oY ” 
* 


| 


E * 4 | 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, — 
Her image {till ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing hills, s, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 
Or reſt on the rock, whence the ſtreamlet diſ- 
tills 
And mark out new themes for my muſe, 
To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, — 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; : [." 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 
SONG XXXV. a 
HOU can'ſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore, 
My love, while me they wealthy call; 
But I was glad to find thee poor, * | 
For with my heatt I give thee all; 
And then the grateful youth will own 
Elov'd him for himſelf alone.” 


But when his worth my hand ſhall gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſhow — 
That I the fmalleſt thought retain, 
Of what my bounty did beſtow. _ 
Yet ſtill his grateful heart ſhall own. 
I lov'd him tor himſelf alone. 


SONG XXXVI. | 

Give me your plain-dealing fellows, 
Who never from honeſty ſhrink ; 
Not think on all they ſhould tell us, "5 
But tell us all that they think, 
- Truth 


* 
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Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 


His free ſpoken heart's a full cup, 
But when truth ſticks half in the +brottle, 
Man's worſe than a bottle corked up. 


Compliance is gingerbread creature, 

Us'd for ſhew like a watch for each ſpark; 
But truth is a golden repeater, 

That fets a man right in the dark, 


SONG XXXVILI. 
13 2 the Ocean, and thraſhing 


onſicur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo, boys, 
what cheer, 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 


Thoſe hefeing blades thought to care us ne 
ubt, * 
And to cut us, and ſtaſh us—Morbleu! 
But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguely out: 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper d them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
now 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn d ny and idle conteſt : 

And let all your Nr: e be like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country beſt, 


A feafaring 


L 33 ] 

A ſeafaring ſpark if the maids can aſſect, 
Bid the ſimpering G look tot:: 
Sound bottoms they'll find us, in every reſpett, 

And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landmen, may — the way of diſcourſe, 


Have more art to pe uade, and the hke, 
But ware thoſe fal 


colours —for better for 
worſe, | 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 
Now long live the King! may he proſp'rous 


reign 
Of no power, no faction, afraid; 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the 
main 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay d. 
No quickfands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail: | 
No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


SONG XXXVII. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, | 
And kits reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart ſoothing fleep 
Where ind o ſeldom — F 
While I May's wakeful Vigil keep, 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expeRant wait, 


- 


In primroſe chaplets gay f 
f 'Tilt 


| P Map when. ſoon, 
Not half ſo CID half fo fair, 
As Rate of Aberdeen, 


FN tune my 2 tuneful notes, 
And rouſe yon _— grove, 


Till new wale'd birds diſtend their throats, 
© And hail the maid I love: 


At herapproach the lack miſtakes, 

4 And quits the new dreſs d green; 
> Fond bird, 'tis not the morning 

- *Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now hlitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
. - Where Elves diſportive play, 
Me feftal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing the —— lay: 
Tl A 33 robe draws nigh, 
| The hs id ſwai 7 
ains exulting cry, 
« Here” 's Kate of Aberdeen. 5 


Er DD ODOT 


i 
SONG XXXIX. 
OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom | 


5 No ms — knows 
Her nights in in = 
* e er her fancy l — 
eg nor fear, invades her, 
t pleaſure 
Without meaſure | 1 
From ev'ry object flows. . a * 
EE... SONG | 


—_ 
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SONG XI. 


" FT HE heavy hours are almaſt paſt, 
T That part my I- 
My longing eyes may hope, at 

Their an. with <A as 
But how, my Delia, will meet 
The man you've loſt ſo ? 

| Will love in all your pulſes beat, 

I» And trembleon your tongue ? 

| Will you in oro declare 

Your heart ĩs ſtill the fame; 
And heal each idle, anxious 

Our fears in abſence frame 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, - 
When we ſhallſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit' ring time to cheat. _ = 

But if the dream that ſooths my mind, _ 


£# 


x * 
| © 

i” 
1 


Shall falſe and groundleſa prove: - "7 

If I am doom'd at length to find, _ 

1 That you've forgot to love: | _ 
4 * All I of Venus aſk, is this, 1 
1 No more to let us join, | 


But grant me here the flatt'ring 
To die, and think you mine. 


bliſs, 
v - 


. 


$ONG XII. 


YT WAS when the ſeas were roaring "oO... 
With hollow-blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring f 
| All on a rock reclin'd : 


I 
„ 
. 4 
be o 
—_—_ - & 
* * „ 
9 * 
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Wide o'er the foaming billows 
1 She caſt a wiſhful look; 
| | Her head was crown'd with willows, 
| That trembled o'er the brook. 


Air. 


Twelve months are no and over, 
And nine long t days, 

Why did'ſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why did'ſt thou truſt the ſeas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt, 

Ah! what's the troubled motion, 

- To that within my breaſt. 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſt with diſpai 
But what's the loſs of 


* you ſome ay be * on, | 
dand diamon grow 

You'd 2 richer maiden, [ * 

But none that loves you ſo. . 


How can they ſay that nature 
- Has nothing made in vain: 
Why then beneath the Water 33 _— 
Do hideous rocks remain? 2 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, RN 
That lurk bencath the deep, 7 — 


2 To wreck the wand'ri 

1 And leave the maid 38 
EF Thus melancholy lyin | 
e wail' d ſho ing 


id each blaſt with ſig 8 | 
h billow with a 7 


eng of my der? 


. ha. _ _ 


When ror — 7 
His floating corps d; 
Then like > ly — 
She bow'd her head and dy d. 
SONG XIII. 
HEN the roſy moin appearing, 
Paints the gold with verdant lawn, 
1 Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, 
| Sip the ſweets and hail the dawn. 
i Warbling birds the day proclaimin 
. Carol ſweet — 3 * 
[1 They forſake the leafy dwelling, 
See, content, the humble gleaner 
Take Pe 22 d ears that fall; 
Nature, al e children : viewi | 
N 1 for al” | 


ON G XIII. 
f ISTRESS me with-thoſe tears no more, 
| One kiſs, my love, and then adicu! 
1 The laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore, 
Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you; 

| Soon, ſoon before the light winds 

Shall I be ſever's from thy fight, *- 
You left the urs to mourn, 


wen ge plopgthe Kg deep, @=| 


\ * : 


_ - a 
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Lour form remembrance {till ſha!l keep, 
Your worth affection ſtill revere ; 
And while at diſtance as we roll, 
My love for 3 ſhall be increas d, 


Like as the needle to the pole, 
Which fartheſt off ſtill varics leaf. 


While round the bowl, the chearful crew 
Shall ſing of triumphs on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you, 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain ; 
And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, 
Revengeful for our country's wrong, 
Returning home my heart ſhall ſhew 
No fittion grac'd my artlefs ſong. 


DRONE DDD On Do 
SONG XLIV. 


ne pity never leaves the gentle breaſt, 
| Where love has been receiv'd a welcome 


eſt : 
As waning ſaints poor huts have ſacred made, 
He hallows ev'ry heart he once had fway'd; 
And when oblig'd to quit the kind abode, 
Still leaves a relick that beſpeaks the God. 


e OOO 


SONG XLV. 


HE meadows look charming. the birds 
ſweetly ſing, 
So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring; 
Tho nature rejoices, poor Norah ſhall mourn, 
Until her dear Fatrick again ſhall return, 


Ye 


[ 3 


Ye lafſes of Dublin, ah! hide your ay charmar; 

| Nor lure my dear Patrick from Norah's fond : 
arms; 

| Tho' ſattins and ribbons and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with ſuch feclings as mine. 


ARG GONG GOGY 


T TW 
SONG XLVI. 


Y moonlight on the green, 
Where lads and laſſes tray, 

How ſweet the bloſſom'd bean, 

: How ſweet the new-made hay. 

| But not to me ſa ſweet 

| The bloſſom of the thorn, 

| As when my lad I meet 

4 More freſh than May-Day morn, 


| Give me the lad fo blithe and gay, 
| Give me the Tartan plaiddie: 

| For ſpight of all the world can ſay, 
| LIT wed my Highland Laddie, 


| His {kin is as white as ſnow, 
| | His een are bonny blue; 5: 3 
Like roſebud ſweet his mow 

| When wet with morning dew. 
Young Will is rich and great, 

| And fain would ca' me his; 


But what 1s pride or ſtate 
Without love's ſmiling bliſs, | 
Give me the lad, &c. 


When firſt he talk'd of love, 
He look'd fo blithe and gay, 

His flame I did approve, 
And could nae c him nay. | 

E 2 Then 


— 


wie. — — 


14 1 
Ther to the Kirk ou — | 
There prove ove truth 
Reward a love fo chaſte, | : 
And ved the conſtant youth. 
Give me the lad, &e. 


SONG XLVY. 
DF? Tom, this brown jug, which now 


foams with mild ale, 
of which I will drink to ſweet Kate of the 
Vale, 8 
Twas once Toby Fil a thir old fout 
As cer crack'd a — os TY a bowl: 
In boozing 22 was his praiſe to excel, 
And amongſt jolly topers he bore of the bell. 
It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his caſe 
In his flow'r- woven arÞour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pips, quaffing forrow away, 
And —— d ſtingo was foaking his 
3 *Þ 
His bretah-doors of fe on a fudden were ſhut, 


And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter Butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had relolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in its covert ſo = 


And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown 


» - 
Now malt, 1 mirth, and mild ale; 
So here's to my lovely tweet Kate of the Vale. 


SONG 


” 


a — 
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— 
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And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 


E 
SONG XLVII. 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For {wceter no girl ever gave; 

But why, in the midſt of my blitles, | 

Do you alk me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be {tinted in pleaſure, 

Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind! 
For iince I love thee beyond meaſure, 

To numbers I'll not be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, : 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: A 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven. 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; 


I {till ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine} _ ,. 

In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 

What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent :* - 

But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 


SONG XLIX. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
E q Tell 


= Believe not what the landſmen ſay, | 


i 5 


Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my fweet William fails among your crew ? 


William; who high upon the yard, 
Rock d by the billows too and fro, 
Soon as . well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh d, and caſt his eyes below ; 
The ropes ſlide fwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands, 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
1 8 cloſe Did pinions to his breaſt, 
1 2 's ſhrill notes he hear, 
And s at once into his neſt : 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Micke envy 


illiam's Hps thoſe kiffes kweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan lovely dear, | 
My vows. ſhall ever true remain | 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, — 
We only Ri ye, | 
Changes) i, ye winds, my heart ſhall be, 
The aubful compaſs that ſtilt points to thee. + 


| 
| 
| 


Who tempt with doubts thy — mind; { 
They'll tell — _ _ away, | 


1 
e | 


For den an 


preſent hereſoe er I go. 
is fu Inte cot we, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright ; | 
dreath is Aftic's ſpicy gale, R 
Tha y tin is ivory ry ſo white: | | 
$ beauteous ubjeft that I view, 
| rf qe Spar ym E 


892 Tho' 
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Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho” cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


Ihe boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread : 
| No dmg mult ſhe ſtay on board, 
| Liss d, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head : 
Her lels' ning boat unwilling rows to — 
Adieu! ſhe cried, and ww her lily hand. 


| OLD DE OG DCo 


| SONG L. 


INCE ev'ry charm on earth i 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye Gods to fee 
What robs me of my liberty? 


Until that fatal hapteſs day, 
My _ , blithe, and gay, 


Con rt with ev” nya bas Bs 
Who etre 

bo Think then, dear Chloe, cer too late, 
That death muſt be my haplefs fate, 

If love and you do not agree, 

To ſet me at my liberty. 


| D 
Re ng on ain of love, 

2 

Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


: GY 


F ²˙ 1 th... ca 
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We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain 

We'll hve in ſweet tranquility, 
Nor w:ſh for greater liberty, 


PPP 
SONG II. 


RECITATIVE, 


þ WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
1 (Where ſad deſpair and famine always 

3 | dwells) 

A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandfire's cook, 

As home he ſteer d, his carcale that wav took; 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd {1r-loin, 

On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine: 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy ones 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd : 

And as the folid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chops, and thus the knight addreſs'd, 


A1R, 
LA lovely Lafs to a Friar came, Sc. 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And {wimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 

hould from my fury fave thee. 

; Renown'd fir-loin, of times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 

On thee een kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate, * 

n 


Ca] 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed” 

Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad. 
 RECITATIVE, 


A half ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen; 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food : 
His morning meſs forſook (the friendly bowl) 


Aud in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole,- | 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave His heart relief, 


And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief, 
a AIX. 
| Foot Minuet.] 
Ah, facre Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it be de roaſt beef from Londree, 


O! grant to me van letal bite. 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my” pleadingy 
Return, and let me feaſt ny eyes, 


| RECITATIVE. 
His fellow-guard of right [Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe braten front his country did betray} 
From Tyburn's ſatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 
Soon as the well known proſpett he d-lcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dotefully he cry d. 


＋ꝓ441 “ 


Ellen a Roon.] 


Sweet beef, that naw cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 


% 
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Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to rife, 
So _ thy fight is, 
My joy that ſolight is, 
To view then, by pailfuls tears run out of my eyes. 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard hearted Loui! 
Why aid I come to you ? 
The gallows more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving. 


RECITATIVE, 


Upon the nd hard by, poor Sawney ſat, 
Who fed 3 and Cralebr d his — pate; 
But when old England's bulwark he eſpy d, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hands he bleſs his native place, 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


A1R, 
[The Broom of Cowdenknows.] 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was fo blithe of late, 


To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great, 


O the beef ! the bonny, bonny beef, 


. IV hen roaſted nice and brown ; 


I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
0 


w ſweet it would gang down, 


Ah, Charley, hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me: 
1 would the de'el had pick'd mine eyn, 
E're I had gang'd wi' thee. 
* O the bee, Sc. 


Tho' Britain's fame in loftier ſtrains ſhould ring, 


("0 1 
RECITATIVE. 


But ſee, my muſe to England takes ker flight, 

W- here health and plenty focially unite; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
Throne, 

And whips, and chains, and tortures are not 
known : | 


In ruſtic ſai le give me leave to ſing. 
| AIX. | 
As once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing Sn th wide plain, 
He boaſted his fize he could quickly attain. | 
O the roaſt beef of old England, 1 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt beef ! | 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cried, fon, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame. 
O the roaſt beef, Ec. 
EET ;  r4 . 

But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 
An effort he ventur'd 22 than the gelt, F 
*Till ſwelling and ſtraining too made him 
bur ſt. 


— 7 
4 


0 the roaſt beef, St. 


Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear, — 

The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 

Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, Sc. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able, 
To ſee the fir-loin fmoaking hot on the table, 
The French may een boaſt like the frog in the © 

fable, 0 * roaſt beef,” S Cc. 


4 
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SONG II. 2 
HILST happy in my native land, # 
= {p04 mmm 
I' never 
Her liberties to — 1 


Each free- born Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
Or give me death or liberty, 


4 


' Or give, me, &e. 
3 Tho' the the 'r that fortune grants, 
„ And fey the gi ſhe ſends us, 


The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends us; 
vy law -ſecur'd from. lawleſs Qife, 
Our houſe is dur gaſtellum; 
We ies beleben in lf, 
For lucre ſhall, we ſell em ? 
** Not—every Britpn's ſong ſhould be, 


bw SONG Ll. 
4  AREWEL to Old England, thy white elif 


! 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me 3 
1 dzvide me as wide as the 
diſtance c 1 change the true love o — 7 ſoul! 
2 well might ht my meſſmates determine to bale, 
Albouggibs fill 


up old Neptune's great pail, | 
Ll 


* 
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As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of 
Ou; | 
Farewdl to Old England, dear Mary adieu ! 

Farewell, Ec. 


Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, 
Where every plank bears your {weet name on 

the deck? | 

Nay, many love knots on the tops I have made, 

While . my ſhipmates at chequers have 

lay'd: 

Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 

My mind is more happy, in ſighing to thee 

More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 

For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu! 


Yes, the hopes of return's all the joy of a tar; = 
Tis his compaſs, his helm; tis his guide and his © 

ſtar ; "> 
Tis impreſs'd on his boſom the moment he ſails; 
It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light 

gales : 21 8 w 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping a way, = 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day; 
With rapture it makes his affections to bur, 
And changes, adieu! into—welcome return 


=; 
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SON G LIV. 


M: Daddy O was very good, r 
1 To make me fine he ſpar'd no money, 
And icrape up filler all he could, 
He'd ge'it to make his Jane look bonny : \ 
My cap it came from Aberdeen, 
In filken gown I bra'ly flaunted ; 
Tho? all I aſk'd was mine I wean, 


[ go J 
Yet my ha heigh ho 
Oh! did plainly ſhew, 
There was ſomething yet poor Jenny wanted. 


Blythe Jockey O, upon his mare, 
Adoon the dell, his Un np ang ſweetly, 
Preſented at my feet the hare, 
| That o'er the wild thyme ran fo featly : 
| James brought a nolegay for my breaſt, 
And myrtle ſlips himſelf had planted, 
Gay Sandy too a lav'rock's neſt, 


Young Patie O, his dog ſo weel, 
Can dance, thay ſay — a guinea; 

I, laughing, prais'd his twa legg d reel, 

And Patie cry'd he's thine ſweet Jenny : 

When to our fair 1 gang awa'. 
= Gued troth I thought myſelf enchanted, 
BZ3But tho' they'd gi' me all I ſaw, 
\ if Tet, Sc. 
3 Sac ſaftly O I yeſter night 

The moon ſac kind the while kept blinking, 
4 Stole out my ain truc love to meet, 

Yet on falſe love I fell to thinking ; 
The rus' ling leaves increas'd my fears, 
A footſtep falls, my boſom panted ; 

Oh! joy my Willy now appears. 


SONG LV. 
HE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'erthe {cource of Dee; 


And from the eaſtern {ſummit ſhed, 
Her &lvgg lights on tow'r and tree: 


Yet, Sc. | 


: 


And, &c, 


, 
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When Mary laid her down ta 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at fea; 
Then, ſoft and low, a voice was heard 


Say, Mary weep no more for me. 
She, from her pillow, gently rais'd 

Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young Sandy där ring ſtand, 

With pallid cheek and hallow eye; 
« O Mary dear, cold is my clay, 

It lies beneath a fea; 
Far, far from thee, I fleep in death, 

So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We tols'd u the raging main; 

And long we ſtrove our bark to fave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain : 

E'n then, when horror chil'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love tor thee, 

The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt, 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Oh, maiden dear, thyſelf 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhare, 
Where love is free from doubt ar care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more: 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, ' 
No more of Sandy could ſhe fee, © * 
But, ſoft, the paſſing ſpirit faid, 


+ Sweet Mary weep na more for me. 
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3 H How tranſient is the mind; 
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W- ſweet is love when virtue guides, 


> 


F2 | Smooth 
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= Smooth as the ſummer's ful ti 
AT 7 As grateful and as kind. 28 
= | The morning breaks ſerenely clear 

| We welcome in the day 1 . 


The evening comes without a fear, 
The nights our toils repay. 


But fad reverſe-where vice appears, 
With all her ſcorpion train; 

Joyleſs we paſs our prime of years, 
And end a life in pain. 
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SONG LVII. 


In ev'ry place he met me; 
Ah! do you love me ſaid the ſwain ? 
How often mult I aſk ye? 


I hardly could my love deny, 
. For love him I did really; 

= Why no, you fooliſh ſwain, ſays I, 
| ilow often mult I tell ye ? 


Ahl muſt I then avoid your view, 
F Ah! muft I always ſhun ye? 
Then tell me O my deareſt Sue, 

How often I mult aſk ye? 


At length he aſk'd my hand, and cried, 
Ah! deareſt do you love me ? 
- Why yes, laid I, and ſoftly ſigh'd, 
How often muſt I tell ye? 


OUNG Willy woo'd me long in vain, 
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1 ſleepleſs bird, from eve to morn, 
Renews her plaintive ſtrain; 
Preſſes her boſom to the thorn, 
And courts th' inſpiring pain. 
But, ah! how vain the ſkill of ſong, 
To wake the vocal air; 
With paſſion trembling on the tongue, 
And in the heart deſpair. 
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SONG LIX. 
9 from my looks, fair nymph, you 
gu 


els 
The ſecret pa{lions of my mind, 
My conſcious eyes, you ly, confeſs 


A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 


There wants, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatat ſecret found ; 
With the ſame eaſe you threw the dart, 
Tis certain you can cure the wound, 


FF 


SONG LX. 


IFE's like a ſhip in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low; 

Where ev' ry one maſt brave the ocean, 

Whattoecver wind may blow: 
If unallail'd by ſquall or ſhower, 

Wafted by the gentle gales ; 
Let's not loſe the fav'ring hour, 

While ſucceſs attends our fails. 
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Or, if the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, 
Let us not give way to fear; 

But let us all our patience multcr, 
And learn from reaſon how ſteer : 

Let judgement keep you ever ſteady, 
"tis 2 ballaſt never fails; 

Should dangers riſe, be ever ready 

To manage well the {welling ſails. 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
While your veſſel's under way, 

Let good example bear dominion, 
That's a compaſs will not ſtray ; 

When thund'ring tempſts make you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas on the ſurface rails ; 

Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the fails, 


Then, when you're ſafe from danger, riding 
In fome welcome port or bay ; 


Hope be the anchor you confide in, 


nd care awhile enſlumber'd lay: 
Or, when each can's with liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 
Let each true heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink fucceſs unto our ſails, 
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SONG LXI. 
1 Britiſh Lion is my ſign, 
A roaring trade I drive on; 
Right Engliſh uſage, neat French wine, 
A landlady mutt thrive on; | 
At table d'hotel to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle; 


And 


os 


And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let my glalles jingle. 
Your rhmo rattle, 
Come men and cattle, 
a Come all to Mrs. Caſey; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel my honey, 
I'll warrant I'll make you eaſy, 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come; 
Let captains kiſs me, if they dare, 
| It's fir you're kindly welcome: 
| On ſhutlle, cog, and flip I wink, a -. 
| Let rooks and pigeons mingle ; 4 CI 4 
And if to me they bring the chink, K 1 


Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. _ 
| Your rk:nc rattle, ee 
Let love fly here on filken wings, _ 


4 


His tricks I {till connive at; 
The lover who would ſay ſoft things, 


Shall have a room in private : 2 
On pleaſure I am fure to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle; -vY 
For while to me they bring the chink, © | 
| Faith, let the glaſſes gingle. * 
Your rhino rattle, Ic. 
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SONG LXIL 
HILST fome in epic ſtrains delight, 
Whilſt others paſtorals invite 
As taſte or whim ail; 
Aſſiſt me all ye tuneful Nine! 
Support me in the great deſign, ! 
To {ing of nappy ale. 1 


L 56 ] 
Some folks of cyder make a rout, 
And cyder's well enough, no doubt, 
When better liquors fail ; 
But wine, that's richer, better ſtill—— 
E'en wine it{clt (deny't who will) 
Mult yield to nappy ale. 


Rum, brandy, gin with choiceſt ſmack 

From Holland brought, Batavia *'rack,—- 
All thete will nought avail; 

To chear a truly Britiſh heart, 

And lively ſpirits to impart, 

Like humming, nappy ale. 


Mb ! whether thee I clo{ | 

IG honeſt can, . 

A Or in the tankard —hail ! 

In barrel or in nes pent 

give the gen'rous ſpirit vent, — 

_ of Still — I feaſt on * 

Zut chief when to the cheartul gla{s, 
From veſſel pure thy ſtreamlcts pals, 

Then moſt thy charms ail ; 

= Then, then Il bet, and take the odds 

Nhat near, drink of Heathen Gods, 
V poor, compar'd to ale. 


See how it ſparkles in the cup. 
Oh! how ſhall I regale: 
Can amy taſte this drink divine 
And then ram, brandy, wine, 
Or aught, to crappy ate. 
Inſpir'd by thee the warrior feghts,. 
The lover woos, the pet writes, 
And pens the pleaſing tale; 


„ 


. Thou art my comfort night and morning, 


SS & 


And ſtill in Britain's Iſle confeſt, 
Nought animates the patriot's breaſt 
ike gen'rous, nappy ale. 
Inſpir'd by thee ſhall — ſing. 
Or talk of freedom, church, and king, 
And balance Europe's ſcale; 
While his rich landlord lays out ſchemes 


Of wealth in golden South-ſea dreams, 
Th' effects of nappy ale. 


O bleſt potation ! ſtill by thee, 
And thy companion, Liberty, 

Do health and mirth prevail: 
Then let us crown the can, the glafs, 
And ſportive bid the minutes — 

In quaffing nappy ale. 
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SONG LXIII. 


O GOOD ALE! THOU ART MY DARLING. 
6 Landlord he looks very big, | 
With his high-cock'd hat and his pow- 
der'd wig ; | 
Methinks he looks both fair and fat, 
But he may thank You and J for that. 


For O good ale! thou art my darling, 


The brewer brew'd thee in his pan, 
And the tapſter draws thee in his can 
So I with them will play my part, 
And lodge thee next unto my heart, 
For O good ale! &c, 


And 


* * 
— * * 
F * 


* 2 * 
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But if ſhe loves 8 
A happy couple we ſhalF be. 

" For O good ale! &c, 
Thou oft hath made my friends my foes, 
And often made me pawrr my cloaths ; f 
But fince thou art fo near my noſe, | 
Come up my friend and down it | 


For O ale! &c. 
SONG LXIV. 


WEETEST pleaſares, never ceaſing, 
Bleſſings which the Gods preſent, 


Y Joys, with lengeb of years mereafing, . 


my S 
þ - 
_ 
© 4 


ofy health, and ſweet content; 
Await the fair, and deck the youth, 
United in the bands of truth. — _ 


And wher Old Time, with ſolemn 
Zhall call, to tell them, both mult In - 
* Touch'd, as he views their fond embrace, | 
He'll blefs them firſt, then paſs them by. 
Sweeteſt pleaſures, Se. 


FF 


* SONG LXV. 
” BER blow, thou winter's wiad; 
_ Thou art not fo unki 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As mans ingratitude : 
" Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſc thou art not ſeen, 


D 


. 
og 
: 
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* 
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Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not feen, 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo ni 
Thou doſt not bite ſo ni 


Dy h thou the waters 


ng is not fo ſharp, "= 
Though thou the waters warp, . 
＋ is not ſo ſharp, 
ds remembered not, 
As friends remembered not. 
* 
SONG LXVI. A 
Wig, nympb, ſays ajolly young 
To a lovely cro the plain 
Way de . ſo mach. bt 122 (now — hw x o 
Shall enturso afk you, faieffiibaiden, which 
Then 1 to this been G. 
With a ſmile on her look, and a leer on 9 
I came . home ward I 
And ns... gentle ſhepherd, why youu H 
NOW, 1 


| 89 J 


Atthough thy breath be rude, 
Although thy breath be rude. 


As benefits forgot 


t take 1 


. 
- + ©= 


* 


a bo J 

I would ſee you ſafe home (the ſwain was in 
love,) 

Of ſuch a companion if you would approve, 
Your offer kind ſhepherd is civil I own, 

But ſee no great danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can I hinder the road being free 

For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger is going alone, it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too; 

And if you * like (now the ſwain he took 
heart 

Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part: 

Oh! that's a long word ſaid the ſhepherdeſs 
then, 


P'veoften heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 
You'll ſay and — * and you'll flatter tis true; 
Then love a young maid the firſt thing you do. 


"Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd, 
To prove what I ſay, I wall — 1 
Tomorrow the parſon (well ſaid little Grad) - 

3 — our and make one of us 


| "Then what by 


Bagh anſwered, to this is not 


. 


next morn to be ſure they were wed; 
Sing diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
* ſhall v we Fs ſuch a wedding in town ? 


SONG LXVII. 
THE. ANACREONTIC SONG. 


| ANACREON in heaven, where he ſat i in 
full glec, 


few ſons of — ſent a petition, 


| © The yellow-hair'd God, and his nine fuſty 


- 
% 


” = 


[Gs ] 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, 
When this — — arriv d from the Jolly Old 
* Grecian, 

„Voice, fiddle, and flute, 

No longer be mute, 
I'll lend you my name, and inſpire you to boet, 
And beſides I'll inſtrutt you like me to entwine 
The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 


The news through Olympus immediately flew, 
When Old Thunder pretended to give him- 
felf airs ; ! 
If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to 
purſue, £45. 2 
The devil a Goddeſs will tay above ſtairs : 
Hark ! already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, | 
Away to the Sons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
And there with good fellows we'll lea:n-to-gn- 
twine | 


The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 


mal 


From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee; © F 


Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhadegwa— 
And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be: 
My Thunder, no fear on't, 
Shall ſoon do its errand, | 

And, d—mn me, I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I 
warrant ; | 

I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 
Apollo roſe up, and ſaid “ prithee ne'er-quarrel, 
Good King of the Gods, with thy vot'ries 
below ; 

G Your 


S # 4 


| [ 62 ] | 
Your Thunder is uſeleſs,” —then, ſhewing his 


* Laurel, 


ery'd © Sic evitabile Fulmen, you know 


14 Then over each he 
| * I'll ſpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall 
} 


dread, 
Whilſt ſnug in their Club- room they jovially 
twine 


The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.” 


Next Momus got up with his riſible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join; 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 


ſhall be mine; 
Then [ove be not jealous 
Of theſe honeſt fellows,” —— 
| * Cry'd Jove, © we relent, ſince the truth you 
—_—. -. now tell us, 
= And ſwear by Old Styx, that they long ſhall en- 
_ .. twine | 


3 ö The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.“ 
4 Ve ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand, 


4 4 Preſerve Unanimity, Friendſhip, and Love; 
Tis yours to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd, 
4 You've the ſanction of Gods, and the fiat of 


—_ . ove A 
_ hilſt thus we agree, 
. Our toaſt let it — 
| = May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free ; 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon entwine 
+ The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine, 


U 

4 

1 
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But the ſong, and the catch, and the Lugh - 
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SONG LXVIVII. 
AD I a heart for falſehood fram'd , 
I ne'er could injure you; 
For though your tongue no promiſe elaim'd 
Your charms would make me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong, 

But friends in all the age you'll meet, 
And lovers in their young, 


And when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart 

They'll hid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And att a brother's part, 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong ; | 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


SONG LXIX. 


A Flaxen-headed cow boy 
As imple as may be, "334 
And next a merry plough-boy * 

I whiſtled o'er the lea, 
But now a ſaucy footman, 42 
I ſtrut in worſted lace. - 2M 
And ſoon I'll be a butler — _ 

And wag my jolly face: ; 
When ſteward I ain promoted, 

I'll ſnip a tradeſman's bill, 

My maſter's coffers empty 


My 1 for to fill; 
2 


* 
1 
When lolling in my L 
t a man I'll be, 


You'll fo the little plow 
That Ped oel — 


| Tn buy votes at elections, 
But when I've made the pelf 
| 
3 


I'll ftand poll for the parliament, | © 
And then vote in myſelf: | 
What's ever good for me, Sir, 
I never will oppoſe, | 
When all my Ayes are ſold off, | 
S 1 then I'll ſell my Noes: | 
I joke, haran raph 
With ſ — pe hon * * | 
And when I'm tired on my legs | 
Then I'll fit down a peer; | 
In court pr city honours 


— 


380 f 2 man Bl be, | 
= You'll faeget the little plough-boy . | 
That dea o'er the lea, 
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SONG LXX. 


8. Fersen and ſtrong the breeze is blowing, | 
As yon ſhip at anchor rides, | 
Sullen waves inceſſant flowin 


Rudely daſh againſt its ſides. 


So my heart, its courſe impeded, 

Beats in my perturbed breaſt, 
Doubts, like waves by waves fucceeded, 
Eile and {till deny it reſt, 


4+ o , 
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SONG LXXI. 


He bleſt 2 condition, how jocund our 


Ye ſwains can — plealures be told, 
To range in ſweet order the rows of new hay 
To lead the ſtray'd lambs to the fold: 
To fetch up the kine for the maiden we love, 
And guard her from noon's — 
To guide her dear ſteps when ſhel thro” the 
rove, 


The heifer which pants for the ſtream, 


To carry her pail when with milk it o'erflows, 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the tile, 
To gather the king-cup, the woodbine and roſe, 
To make hera poly the while: 
'Tis Fanny the lovely whocaules my ſmart, 
"Tis ſhe does all maidens excell. 
If you aſk the dear name who has conquered 
my heart | 


Tis Fanny the pride of the dell, 
— DAD DYC LG DLO ID Gre 
SONG LXXIL 
- northern blait, that chilling blows 


Adown the mountain's ſnowy fide, 
The tendril bites, and blight's the roſe, 
And withers all the valley's pride. 


More fatal bites not, through the grove, 
The wimer's ſharp and canker'd tooth, 

Than doth the blight of hopeleſs love 
The tender bud of kapdelh youth 


C 2 


0 


[ 6 ] 
SONG LXXIIT. 
7 * ENT pow'rs, if ever 
You mark a tender vow, 
Oh, bend in kind compaſſion, 
And hear a lover now. , 


Far titles, wealth, and honour, 
While others crowd your ſhrine, 
J aſk this only bleſſing, 

Let her I love be mine. 
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SONG LXXIV. 
London my life is a ring of delight, 


4 Fi frolicks I keep the day and the night; 
1 ſnooze — the hummums till twelve, perhaps 
* 1 ter, ' 
'J Frittle the bell and 1 roar up the wafter : 
= Your honor, lays he, and he tips me a leg, 
He brings nie my tea, but I ſwallow an egg ; 
For tea in à morning's a flop I renounce, 
So I down witha glaſs of the right Cherry-bounce, 
With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, ſlaſh- 
ing, (maſhing, imacking, cracking, rumbling, 
* tumbling, laughing, quaffing, ſmoaking, joak- 
ing, ſwaggering, ſtaggering ; 
380 8 — ſo knowing, fo green and ſo mel - 


W, 
This, this is the life of a frolick ſome fellow, 
My phæton I mount, and the plebs they all tare, 


I handle my reins, and my elbows I ſquare; 
My pomes ſo plump and as white as a lil 


LY 
* 
33 
&- 
* 
2 
* 


Theo Pall-Mall I fpank it, and up Piccadilly: 
*1 : | "Til 


ot | 


Then down to our c 


11 


Till loſing a wheel, egad down! come (mack, 
So at Knight ſbride I throw myſelf into a hack ; 
At Tatterfal's fling a leg over my nag, IN 
Thus viſit for dinner, « fot dreſs in a 

With ples. Ge. 


I roll round the garden, and call at the Roſe, 
And then at both Play-houſes pop in my noſe; 
I lounge in the Lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide, — 
{wagger, 

Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger: 
I meet at the 3 a good natur'd ſoul, 

ab at St. James's I roll ; 
The joys of the night are a — at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 

With ſwearing, Sc. 
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* | HE S Spring with fmiling face is ſeen, _ 
Jo uſher in the May; A. 


The fields all mantled o'er with green, 

All deck'd in flow'rets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſter's of the ”—_ 
All join in harmony and love. 


The ſoaring lark that cleaves the 
Low builds her humble neſt; * 

The rambling boy that finds the pris 
Is fure ſupremely bleſt: 

And, when the parent ird is ; 

He haſtes and marks it for his . 


* 


\ ACS » 
FT EEE rr 
"I" a Y 3 CI 9 


L 68 » 
SONG LXXVI. 
HEN the chace of the day is done, 
| And the ſhaggy lion's {kin, 
Which for us our warriors win, 
Decks our cell at ſet of fun : 


Worn: with toil, with ſleep oppreſt, 
I preſs my molly bed and fink to reſt. 


Thence once more and ſce our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again; 
Once more tis dav, 
Once more our prey, 

Gnaſhes with angry teeth and foams in vain ; 

Again in ſullen haſte he flies, 

Ta'en in the toil, again he lics, 
Again he roars and in my {lumbers dies. 


A2 
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Y Billy is the ſweeteſt lad, 


| That ever plow'd the wat'ry main 
But oh, my heart is now quite ſad, 
_ Leſt he ſhou'd ne'er return again, 


My heart will break, ſo oft I weep, 
For my dear Bill I do adore; 

Fear he'll be buried in the deep, 
And I ſhall ſce his face no more. 

Ah! ceaſe thou winds, nor boiſterous How, 
Nor ſtorms diſturb the wat'ry main ; 


But to my arms the youth beſtow, 
And put an end to all my pains. 


When Billy does return again, 


Then he ſhall never leave me more; 


— . 
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I truſt no more the treach'rous main, 
With my dear Billy I adore. 
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6 rooks in the neighbouring grove, 


For ſhelter cry all the long day ; 
Their huts in the branches above, 
Are cover'd no longer by May. 


The birds that ſo chearfully ſung, 
Are ſilent, or plaintive each tone; 
And as they chirp low to their young, 

The want of their goddeſs 


No daſies. on carpets of green 

O'er nature's cold boſom ite ſpread ; 
Not a {weet-briar ſprig can be ſeen, 

To furniſh freſh wreaths for my head. 


Some flow'rs indeed may be found, 
But theſe neither blooming nor gay ; 
The faireſt ſtill fleep in the . 


And wait for the coming of May. 


December perhaps has purloin'd 
Her rich, tho” fantaſtical gear; 


With envy the months may have join'd, | 


And joſtled her out of the year. 


Some ſhepherds, 'tis true, may repine, 
To lee — lov'd ene 4 — 

But I, while my Phillida's mine, 
Shall always have May in my breaſt. 
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kan fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 
Be once attentive for a while, 
To what I now impart : 
Would you obtain the youth you love ? 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him, 


As ſoon as nature had decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Ifabel from 7 ool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears : 
The youthful blood v £4 to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know, 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt ; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt 
D withing to be beſt: : 

Be not too proud, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him, 

At court, at ball, at park, at play 
Aſſume a modeſt — . Play, 

And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide: 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find, too late, 

That's not the way to keep him, 

In dreſſing ne'er the hours Kill, 
That bane to all the ſex ; 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 

-- Your innocence perplex : 
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Be always decent as a bride, 


By virtuous, rules your reaſon guide, 
For that's the way to keep hun, 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſings ſhare; 

To m ke thele joys for ever lait, 
Of jealouſy beware : 

Ilis love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be fure to keep him, 
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HE lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
And blithe to view the dewy mead; 

I left my cot at early dawn, 

And oder the meadows tun'd my reed: 
Where I beheld a maid fo fair, 

Twas near a riſing hill; 
With beauteous looks and modeſt air, 

"Twas Nanny of the mill. 


Her cheeks with modeſt roſes glow'd, | 
While thus I breath'd my am'rous tale ; 
The meadows all their charms beſtow'd, 

And ſportive Zephyrs fann'd the gale: 
O ſmile my fair, thy heav'nly ſmiles * 
Shall lengthen on the hi 11 
And ſweetly languiſh life away, 
Dear Nanny of the mill. 


She ſigh'd, and bluſh'd a ſweet conſent, | | 
* tank d her on my bended knee; 
In Hymen's chains we'ere now content, 

No pair was e'ere more bleſt than we: 


4 


'T was 
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"Twas near yon hedge-row's 
Where beauty crowns the 
I firſt beheld — charmin 
Dear Nanny of the _ 


* 
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S chro' the fields I chanc'd to ſtray, 
To hear the linnet's ſong, 

I met a ſhepherd by the way, 
The blitheſt of the throng ; 

He ſtopt and gave my cheek a pat, 
And told a tender tale, 

Then ſtole a kiſs, but what, of that, 
"Twas Willy of the dale. 


He preſs'd my hand and talk'd of love, 
With extacy divine ; 

Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And if I pleas'd be mine: 

To meet him thus (no creature near) 
Soon made my cheeks look pale; 

But he declear'd I — fear, 
Young Willy of the dale. 


None * poſſeſs'd ſuch charms as he, 
win a maiden's mind; 

He's youthful, witty, gay and free, 
And what's itt more, he's kind: 

For now he meets me every night, 
At which the laſſes Mt; 

And vous Lam che fole delight, 
2 dale. 
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, NE April ev'ning, when the ſun 

Had journey'd down the [ky, 

Sad Marian, with looks of woe, 
Walk'd forth full heavily. 


Tears trickled down her faded cheek, 
Soft ſighs her boſom heav'd ; 


Soft ſighs reveal'd her inward woe, 
Alas! ſhe'd been deceiv'd. 

* Oh! what a wretch am I become, 
A luckleſs laſs!” ſaid the: 

| © The cowllip and the vi'let blue, 

Have now no charms for me.” 


The golden ſun, that daily ſhines, 
| And por 'ving decks the ſky, 
| Brings no relief to my diſtreſs, 


Or pleaſure to my eye. 


This little river, when I dreſs'd, 
Has ſerv'd me for a glaſs; 

But now it only ſhews how love, 
Has ruin'd this poor face, 


What charms could happy Lucy boaſt, 
To fix thy wav'ring mind? 

What charms in Lucy more than me, 
Ungrateful, could'ſt thou find ? 


Halt thou forgot the tender vows, 
Which at my feet were made? 

Yet I'll not ſpare my dying hour, 
Thy falſhood too 3 


But what remaining breath 1 have, 


| Shall intercede with Heaven ; 
af 4 H 
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That all thoſe broken vows to me, 
At laſt, may be forgiv'n. 


Yet one poor boon, before I die, 
I would of thee require ; 
And do not thou refuſe to grant, 


A wretch's laſt deſire. 


When you with Lucy ſhall affix 
The — marriage day, 

Oh! do not o'er. m — grave, 
Inhuman, take thy way! 
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— virgin lily of the night, 


Aurora finds in tears; 

But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Hler fragrant head ſhe rears : 
No longer droops, diſtreſt, forlorn, 

But, freſh and blythe as May, 
He riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ftreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent 3 ſhew: 
O'er golden ſands they gently glide 
UrtuMed with the gale, Hei 
Reflefting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 
As rolling thro? the yale, 
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A DYING chruſh young Edwy 
As flutt'ring in a field of ſnow 
It's little wings with ice were bound, 
A while it's heart forgot to glow ; 
In eager haſte he homeward ran, 
The quiv'ring charge to me reſign'd, 
O ſave it Celia, if you can, 
Protect it from the wint'ry wind. 


My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade its little pris'ner live; 

But ah! that boſom felt a ſting, * 
The panting warbler ne'er could give: 

With ſweet concern young Edwy cry'd, 
Can Celia ſave the dyin thee ; 

Perhaps, I faid—and fondly ſigh'd, 
Which ſhame tranſplanted to a bluſh. 


He cry'd, my Celia, why that ſigh, 
And why that bluſh, the bird is free; 
But pity beams in Celia's eyes, 

Ah! let it, fair one, beam on me: 
My heart approv'd his pleaſing claim, 
Tho! 3 hide ihe wed 4 
For pity bore a dearer name, 
_ *T was now converted into love. 
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ET others Domon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Collin's, at their will ; 
I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 


Young Strephon of the hill, io 
H 2 As 
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As once I fat beneath the ſhade, 
a purling rill ; 

Who! invade my ſolitude, 

But Strephon of the hill. 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſe, 
I could not take it ill; 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs, 


By Strephon of the hill, 


Conſent, O lovely maid, he cried, 

Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this day to be the bride, 
OE Strephon of the hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they {it and bill; 
So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the hilt, 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love! propitious ſtill ! 

May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 

With Strephon of the hill. 
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be patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye fee, 
Bout danger, and fear, and the like; 

A tight-water boat, and good ſea- room give me, 
And it en' to a little Ill ſtrike; 

Thoꝰ the tempeſt top-gallant-maſt ſmack · ſinooth 

ſhould ſmite, 

And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood 
Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bowſe 

| every thing tight, 

And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſcud— 
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Avaſt! nor don't think me a milk-ſop, ſo ſoft, 
To be taken for trifles a-back, | 
For they ſays, there's a Providence ſits up aloſt 
They lays, Sc. * pr 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor] 
Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver ou 
About fouls—heaven—mercy—and ſuc 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay— 
Why, 'twas juſt all as one as High Dutch. 
But, he ſaid, how a {parrow can't founder, d'ye 
cc, : 
Without orders that comes down below; 
And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me 
That Providence takes us in tow. 
For, ſays he, d'ye mind me, let ſtorms cer ſo oft 
Take the top-lifts of failor's aback, 
There's a {weet little cherub fits perch d up aloft 7 
To kecp watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 3 


I ſaid to our Poll—/for you fee ſhe would cry) 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
What arguhies ſniv'ling and piping your eye! 
Why, what a damn'd fool you muſt be! 
Can't you fee the world's wide, and there's room 
for us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; _ 

-And if to old Davy J ihould go, my dear Pell, 
Why, you never would hear of me more!_ 
What _— a hazard—come, don't be is 

oft— | 
Perhaps I may langhing come back ; 
For, d' ye lee, there's a cherub fits ſmiling alo 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 
D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhou'd be, ev'ry inch; 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 
H 3 | And 
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And with her brave the world, without off ring 
to flinch, 


From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 
to me in all weathers, all times, tides, and 


ends, 
ought's a trouble from duty that ſprings — 
heart is my Poll's—and my rhino my friend's ; 
| A as for my life—'tis my King's! 
Tien when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo 
: foft 
| As with grief to be taken a-hack— 
The fame little cherub that fits up aloft, 
Will look out a good birth for—Poor Jack, 
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= TND to your yu hearts of oak, 
_ Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
= Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 
1 Be ſilent and be ready: 

Ram home your guns and ſpunge them well, 
Loet us be ſure the balls will tell, * 

The cannons roar ſhall found their knel! ; 

Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady, 


Nor yet, nor yet, reſerve your fire 
Ido defire: n Fire! 0 
Now the elements do rattle, 
Tube gods, amaz'd behold the battle, 
A broadfide, my boys. 
See the blood in purple tide, 
*Fricxle down her batter'd fide ; 
Wing'd with fate the bullet's fly, 
Conquer boys, or bravely die! 
Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 
W== She finks—huzza ! 
> _ To the bottom down ſhe ges. 
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OW pleaſant a failor's life paſles, 
| Who roams o'er the watery main: 
No treaſure he ever _— 
But chearfully { is gain ; 
We're — and 22 
To honour and honelty true, 
And u ould not commit a baſe action, 
For power and profit in view. 


11 


CHORUS, 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any luch glittering toys? 

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough the world my brave boys, 


The world is a beautiful garden, 

Enrich'd with the blethngs of life; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

But plenty too often breeds ſtrife : 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, . 
And mountainous billows affright, & 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 

But ſxil ful induſtry ſteers right. * 7 
Then why, Sc. 


The courtier's more ſubject to 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate ; 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great : 
The numerous bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals on earth can be 
Who merrily live till we die. 2 2 * 
* Then why, Sc. 
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Has at the break of day, we ſpied 
The fignal to unmoor ; 

Which fleeple!s Caroline defcry'd. 
(Sweet matd) from Goſport's ſhore : 

The freſh ning gale at length arole, 
Her heart began to {well ; 

Nor could cold fear the thought oppoſe, 
Of bidding me farewel. 


In open boat, the maid of worth, 
Soon reach'd our vellel's hde; 
Soon, too, {he found her William's birth, 
But 'fought me, not to chide : 
Go, ſhe exclaim'd, for fame's a cafe, 
A female ſhould approve ; 
For who that's trug to honour's cauſe, 
Is ever falſe to love ? 


Should conqueſt in fair form array'd. 
Thy loyal efforts crown; 

In Goſport will be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone : 

May girls with hearts fo firm and true, 
To love and glory's cauſe ; 

Meet the reward they have in view, 
The meed of free applauſe. 
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ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſcaman, 
None like him could hand, reef and ſtcer; 
o dang'rous toil but he'd encounter, 
With {kill and in contempt of fear: 
In fight, a lion—the battle ended 
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 


2.42 
Thus Jack had manners, courage 
Yer and he fight and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
For + of theſe had Jack's regard ; 
He while his meſſmates were carouſing, 
High fitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying ſigh to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land ; 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand: 
Oh fate !—her death defac'd the letter, 

Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 
Wich quivering lips and eyes uplifted, 
He heav'd a ſigh and dy d for love. 


— 
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11 modern bards, with melting ſtrains, 
Hail Sylvia queen of love; 

And point where ſov'reign beauty reigns, 
In Phillis of the grove : | 

Whillt I replete with flowing verſe, 
With ſofter notes prevail ; 

| Nay. all the bliſsful charms rehearſe, 

| Of Hannah of the Dale. 


Young Collin on his oaten reed 1 
Extols the blooming queen; 

And while the youthful lamblvns feed, 
Sets forth her graceſul mein: 
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Not yonder ſmiling new- blown roſe, | 
Nor lily of the vale, | 
Can e'er ſuch raptur'd ſweets diſcloſe, 
Like Hannah of the Dale. 


By brag verdant ſylvan ſhade, 
here Sol the hills adorn, 

I firſt behel4 the bluſhing maid, 
Sweet as the roſy morn : 

Her rapt'rous charms I held divine, 
And whiſper'd love's fond tale ; | 

For every charm on earth combine 
In Hannah of the Dale. 
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SAILOR's love is void of art, 
Plain-failing to his port, the heart, 
He knows no jealous folly : 
*T were hard enough at fea to war 
With boiſterous elements that jar, 


All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough that far from ſight of ſhore, 

Clouas frown and angry billows roar, 
Still he is briſk and jolly : 

And while carouſing with his mates, 

Her health he drinks—anticipates 
The ſmiles of lovely Poll: . 


Should thunder on the horizon preſs, 3 us 
Mocking our ſignals of diſtreſs, | 
Een then dull melancholy 
Dares not intrude; he braves the din, 
In 1 * to find a calm within 
e ſnowy arms of Polly. 


. 


| „ The diſtance only pleas'd. 
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B dimpled brook and fountain brim, 
The wood nymph deck'd with daſies trim, 


The merry, merry wakes and paſtimes keep? 
What has night to do with fleep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus awakes and wakens love; 
Come, let us ourmes begin, 

'Tis only day-lighEthat makes fin. 
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8 all mankind to happineſs 


Lay ſome fantaſtic claim; 
*Tis ſtrange, among fo great a crow'd, 
That all ſhould miſs their aim, 


How were I bleſt, (the Peaſant cries) 
Had empire been my ſhare ; 

Curſt be this grandeur, (ſays the Prince) 
The ſource of all my care, 


As when ſome craggy cliff, from far, 
With pleaſure we {urvey : 

And, with the diſtant ala fir'd, 
Straight thither make our way. 


But find, at length, with pains arriv'd, 
It's tempting glory ceas'd ; 
By deſart barrenneſs convinc'd 


Thus our heated fancies rove, 
In all affairs of life: 

Her whom a miſtreſs we adore, 

WWe nauſeat when a wife. 


c 2 1 | 
I'll to be happy be content, | 


Nor break with care my fleep ; 
Bliſs, like a ſhadow, run or ſtand, 
Ihe ſelf ſame diſtance keep. 
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HE man who does for 

His eloquence diſpla 

Expatiates gainſt deſpotic pow'r, 
nd gains a nation's praiſe; 

Each ſtander by may plainly ſee, 
The patriot's fir d with vanity. 


The ſoldier eagerly purſues, 
The airy phantom, fame ! 
The author too the public ſues, 
In hopes to get a name: 
Yet, both alike, appear to be, 
Inſpir'd by nought but vanity, 


The ſimple maid whoſe beſt attire, 1 
Is but a linen gown ; : 

Neat clad trips out, while round admire, | 
Each gaping country clown : 

Yet doth he feel as. well as we, 

Her boſom glow with vanity. 


The man who feels another's woes, 
And does thole woes reheve : 
Who feels the bleſſings he beſtows, 
Nor will juſt praiſe receive: 

A heart like this is wholly free, 
From folly, pride, and vanity. 


roar, 
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To footh—but not endure: _ ; 
A thouſand perils 1 tuft view, . 
A * IMs affail; | 
Nor muſt 1 trethBle e en for yon, Wan 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 
N Dear Nancy, Sc. 
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When the lak's catols falute the new-day, 


He f —_ ottage as jocund as 
He c Fat il el ere? 11 
Or fings the | aſt ballad he ght at che far: 


While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs gf =, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great 

No fraud nor ambition his boſom does ds l. g 
Contented he works if iſt to his mill. 


On Sunday bedeck'd in n 

At church he's the loudeſt to 22 : 
Then fits, or a dinner of pan Engliſh wy 
Tho' ſimple his pudding, r Sg K 1 
rr e-man are 


gone, | 
He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Roger and ohn, | 
2 to his pillow, and SOD of - ww | 
What monarch ſo a n of the mill ? 
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E Summer breezes fann'd the ſea, 
And. wav'd the fragrant bow'r; 
When Mary figh'd for Jemmy dear, 
Each Tong and tedious hour: | 
on o'er — fertile hill and grove, 
She w ept her Wer Ooty toy S130 2 3 | 
For Jermy 8 
And 3g Ar: out at fi | 
The bluſhing roſe adory'd her face, 
Wik more than wonted charms ; | | 
\" Anbganty ſaid with-beav'nly grace, * | 
as the ſouf difarms : 


4 


== 
— r 


11 


Thus twelye mont hs had away, 
r 
She met her bo rr 
Returni — maid: $3 ES 
The tears joy and pleafure flow'd, "ob 
Her love once more to ſee : 
. | 
He'd no'er-return to ſea. 


7 1er 0 
SONG XCIX. 


ARK was the ies, but darker was their 
ate, 
The direful tale, ah! how ſhall I relate? * 
- Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe: V2 
The tempeſt Fark, the dp, te billows beep, 
Love, beaitty, Frien rtune to the dee ep: 
Alas! my heart, a ral of real woe. 


Ah! Pierce, what ſorrows fll'd thy aching heart, 

From life, or from thy children dear to part ? 
Alas! my heart; a tale of real woe: 

I will not leave them,” the fond parent " 

Then claſp'd them in his arms and with them dy'd! 


nn 


Ah! I] in coral waves 

You're deep beneath the briny waves ; 

* Ns ge LN ; 

What heart my bleeds ? what eyes from tears 

refrain ? 

| But who can tell the widow'd mother's pain ? 
Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe: | 
. 12 SONG 


Pa 


* 


LID 


. 1 
n 


Win my jg in nen pip i 


1-4; be athiess! 2! ; Gr nina! -yviyv 3 aun rt 


I drink to my, neighbaur aud friend; 


» . 7 


My cares in a whiff ef tebagco III ſmother, 
For life I know ſhortfy. muſt end: _—_ * — 


While Ceres melt kindlyreſils 
With good ale I will, — — 


In my old wicker chair e Ame, 
Like a jolly and tr hay. HO b il 


Fl not trouble mx head wich the cares of the 


nation 


I've enou gh of my own for to mind; 
For the cares of this life ane but grief and FT 
\. 


ation, 


To death we muſt all be confi gn'd; ib eff 
N et 3 


r ee 
And a he 508 in my, coffin Ill leave them to 


ee, A 


ista N ICY 


' 1 þ 
* 1 = 
- 
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— 15 ons E oy I 
5 my 11 4 50 {tho 2:5? 


| Ge Jockey calls methis light, | 
And woos.me mi 2 i 


I treat his ſtill with | 
4 els always. ſcornigg: * 


* — 


N 1 muſt Gwyn I do, " — 1348 N 


ho' I my Fae mother ; 


another, | 


And 1 bould die; 1 wn. Hinton, -. ot! ” 10 
Shoald he think, of 


b 


i 
6 


[ %g | 
A blooming garland t'other day 


He brought, I own twas pleaſing ; 


Yet I the preſent threw away, 


And want was teazing 
_ ſhould I thus t the "ray | 


own fondnels ſmother, 
Wien I | thould die with grief and 


Should he think of another 7 
Let prudence then each virgin aide, 


And reaſon be prevailing ; 
Let Arno be ſet ade, 4 8 


* 2 and 2. - 


No more my Jon do In mother; 
But wedded In obey command, 
And vow * FE other. 


9 1 ws . 
— — 22 Ra ' 
: Th 4 ff 14 5 "WP | ” 4 : 
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SONO cr. 


EAZ E me no more, not think I care, 
Tho' monarch's how at 5 EY 


Or powder'd coxggmbs, woo. the 


Since Kitty is eee. a 


Indiff'rent 'tis alike hdr, 


If my favourite d — 2 © 
Whether its dainty feathers 
Pluck'd by the cagle or — | 


If - for me its bluſhing 1 ins 


Pad opens; what care! 


wit the od'rous liquid frps, 


The king of bees or butterfly ? | 
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© Vou' re ey Aid — thy prefty maid, 


* 


t 


Like me, the Indien: of Peru, Kb 
Rich in er of golden ee An end ul! 
De jected ſees thy weschant's ce 21170 1 1 


ranſport it to a foreign 2 » birt 


Seeks the frave def YA kno | rant vd 
Whether his g * ſhape of face, 
Shine on the coat of birth-day beau, 
r begs 


Alive od or } * 
$ON GU by 9. 
1 from 1 13 
. Acrols xom yok? 
Young Harry ſaid he ph proce | 
. . ht and co 1 D 
d I woulda  faring a take, PD 1 


PS could not, be. refus 
Then aſk'd to kiſs —I bluſh'd and cry 


n 75 34 Sc 


L mean no 4 
1 Long time ve in ſeeret ea, * ** ; 
Rap + ir: &1 \ ( T5 #L 1 FE 
< tenderneſs 3 . 1 
my love's refus' CR 
11 ewe Fw Gow? IVY — 
I'd rather be excus d. 1 
beate. 
He my hands and. on we walk. . oof 
e warm] ſuit; ert'be oe WW 
But ftill to beta r 
„Nen obſtinately. mute; n 


e I At 
>... 


” * 


"VB... 


— — 


_ 


* — 


As ar —— 


T1 


Ak kvgth boihe; he-angry: cya 1 1 
n My eke hund gg 


Then die a maid— LfL Ibn 15 4 10 _ 
. % % Fr 


5 'd 7 c 
| 9 2 ano Ty at? tial 9 as er, 10 
— — 
G DAE 3-3 8. Oo N 8. CIV. * as « + Ex *: ws 
| PR eit py 2d 
. 2 love = 4. poſton 


FIRST when love ob b t e 10 1 
Louth to maks = — * 75 , PE 
— Fg . 


8 Vene x cv 10 } 3 


Rapid TIP _ a vein; 


All — ſweet confuſion ſhowing, A Se et; 
[ Painful pleaſyre, pleaſing pain! 1 
364.3 ne ,'{ Win yu ww ASM 


Still ſhe labours to —— ad 


29 


Wich Deratmeſt. Acilliand at ett i. 
Each vain ſcheme doth — — | | 
Mete betray' the woun Bip ct 2lols z | 
Watch ber bolom s palpitation, 5 b ; 3 
Mark the actien-ef herieyesy s? ö 

| Sighs and glances own the paGion,.. —_—— 
| hich ed tutor 'd n mY 1 = 


, - 
o bool. el 28 101 


— 8 DT 


in > an. dil 6 Gd CM bu; we att 
| [* ONCE had a meſſmate, ha was Will, 
As honeſt 1 went to { 1 


His temper was even, he wiſh'd no ne 


Anda I OS r —— 


His 3 

— 21 2 * 43 0 
! A er HE deckpriont.or Mis 14 
| 4 28 | | 


. — 
- 


te J | 

Let the wind — roi e | 

« Or but. ; ſwell our * £12 nd O 
The foul or f air weather we meet will foon end.” 


If 1 chanel to dipteaſ him, his thoughts were 


ne'er 
To his glaſs and hi can too fall welcome was I 3 


Were my ſpirits e er low, why my lowneſs 


chi 
„For a ſailor,“ he faid, * Bond noe nal. 


or . — 

* And 'twas all a mere/folly to weep or 1 

On the courſe oF our lle When the ſun di not 
ſnine , 

For this was his maxim, fie; | | 


When we fought with brave Rodney, on 22 
glorious: Sap, 2502 Of »t | 
When the tars of Old Englund De c | 
ſubdue, Non 6p 2 1 
As cloſe to the French fleer; iadfs thunder; we | 


2 oy COR &-Jaekto thy-colours be true; 

eber mind the balls whizaing; or N oa 
that fie, ©; Met 316943 213 11214 vd 

* For at ſows time or gther we're all doom'd to 


This was juſt own mia, which was © wy 1 
1 * dear friend, &c“ ms Dei! 4 
Ere the * ober Shea her wing d its 


And ef rien; Har 01 | Aras this vinyl 
took; * een l, 3105 331, &% a: 
Our tears — Ace, rc bleeding h Ly oe 


8 


_ * 
—ͤ])õ—ñ—————— ̃ — — 
1 * 


ſ. % +} 
vg | gk dry thy cheeks, my. 


ear 
© Nor huwt'mez!? ſaid he, idyuhy 
* For as — am going, l der 
friend, &. 4 Us 22ntl » 3 ng? 209 


190 80 '1 


® We all are ſent hither to be'of ſome 
And our life's not vir m edjoodadll 
try's at ſtakey :; „ f 


« Honeſt . I dend freely my-taſk dps 


of 45 — 112 & ann 
% And my war] 


mall ta Del bel p Old een 


„But I fell the Jaff gate N L. ik Fer 2 | 
«F * pon wy brave bo e tas Br n 4 
tru : \ 


For as now — am going, & c. 1“ 


Many tears bave, 1 4 fi the "ig J's © 


But his — * and coll, . Hain pA G my E- 


i 


8 harte: 
And tho” often 1 in. many e hapes I've been 
croſs, ' wee * 
From the fine Put teker''d; 'witholur m rs 
to part 52 Tel — 9is S 9 
For we _= 1 — through this life 
| 9 ret 11094) 15947 Yo! 
And we lefſen ourlelves —— defpair, 


For accordizgsto-that ob wy/ — dear 5 
Let the wind blow. 1 n les, 0 
Ts, 


Or bat juſt tell 6 our 


1 The foul or fair weathgr We 8 n. Ti this,” 


2200 Doe Nane 


og 49 © os wy 15.2 oo 


Le 


9 90 


1 34 1 | gl 1 
. £34k A335 51 þ * 8 ON 86 CVE. * 2 * as. : \ 


various purpoſe ſerves: 3 „* 0 
5 Athas —— —— kl e 2 101 
Between the ſticks to peep at nan 


NN yet betray your ming. 


Each ation has a meaning a 
Reſentment's in the ina Sole fr ns 


Y zo 
1X l 
emos. will the ry 


| 2 ntage 
1 


8 I. 1 10 

8 1 | , | 
— W aaa; | 
— by ae. rr „ d e 7 | 


8 i, » * 
- 


44 


w—_ _— 1 
SO N +4 'evu.... gh; > 
Of old England's ble ore, a 5 2011 
We are landed once more, 
Secure from the forms aten; 7 
For great George, and his e. 
For our country and laws, tt w hnÞ. 
Wie have conquer d and will i. M 
. Where the ſun's orient | ray, Oe gg. 1 
| | 
| The ſwarthy fac'd foes | * | 
Who dar'd to oppoſe, OW 


* & have conquer d and will do again. 


+. 8 


_ © Ta 
- 8.4 


& 


\ 


Came, m J brave hearts ofioak, 


ann 1 
Eee Ml gan we remain ; atk. 
When our country dem 11 1 l 


With hearts, and with hands;- | >: 3 Op 
wanna Man. 1 425g 1 8 


a n: 


dN c In. 9 


WI 
in vain, 

Wa 

But Of flow Sag ate we won,” | 2 091 


When nature 6 
, And 399 On ee on ; I bor 


We catch t n Gon 


to f in Vain we — Ir it 12 [1 5 

e Sa er the heart, beck 
On eyes ſtill give our e 

And fay "tis "Alf bait bft. 


= 5 
. rf & 
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2 ” z 1411 1 * 
HEN my money was gone that be? 
3 in the wars, - 4 »d3 2warl? 
And * world * gan to frown on my fate; 


| What matter'd.my zeal or my honored. ſcars, 
_ When indifference ſtood at each gte. 
» The beer ches would ſmile when, 289, Hari as 


well In” d, (4: 1/0Y 2 


b'zShew2d a different afpeft.to M 3111 {117 


IIT7 


1 12 * 4 
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3 / . 
And when 1 coat n find, 
. Ihidonce again to the Py. 
97 . 2 0 81 2d -! rs 


I thought it unble-to-rewine at my lot, 
Or A. bear wath: col lo on — 
So I pack'd up d remnants Id, got, 

And a — was my f ſtore, 


<> 2 85 * k Cad . — * 


A handkerchief held all the tres 5 I 1 


— — — FRG 

wk tz 2 

Are ape 2 % 
1 d 


To join wick ſors jolly hrs 
R 


Tue ſeas was- lf Erde d by 
For when the wide main L 1 " 
I could not help thinking the wax yas unk! 
Y And fortune a ſkppery jade. CS net” 3 
. And I vow'e'if once mote r epuld take her in 


2 tow. IS [drow — 1 1114) : Os 


va let the ungratgful es ee W Nh 2 


That the — 
4 " More kindnels than they Ack 20 . . 8 


WERE IP RR I Prong 
— —— 


wer 


my 


e Strephon ap e heart 


605 e pat, — 


Shows the Pender emorions in „ich l 
: ſeiz d: 

S ee why ininecend cat, 
A I could liſten for ever, oh rener 


awry NY 
With the a; 


: f, aA 


c. o onde; 
But 


*4 
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But ſo ſweet is the honey that falls from his 
That I laugh at my grannum—Oh dear I'm ſo 


pleas d. 


Shou d he aſk me to wed, as he hinted to day, 
When my hand he ſoft and ſo tenderly ſqueez d; 


ines fo pretty a {wain, that I can't ſay him nay, 
14 I'm reſolv'd to be married—O Year I'm fo 
pleas'd. 


EPP 


SONG CXI. 


S thro' the grove. the other day - -—= 
I gang'd fo blithe and bonny : 
Who ſhou'd I meet upon the way, 
But my true love Johnny ! 
With eager haſte, | 
He claſp'd my waiſt, * 
And gave me kiſſes plenty; . 
Tho” I denied 
And thus replied, 
& Dear lad I am not twenty.” 


What's that to me, the ſhepherd — 
You're old enough to marry; 
Then come dear labs and be my bride, 
No longer let us tarry : 
| _ let's be gone, 


%y 


onder lawn, "> 
| Where —5 and laſſes plenty, | . 2 
Are fill'd with joy, FE 


And kiſs and toy, 
Altho' they are not twenty. 


1 liſten d to his ſoothing tale, 1 
d Seng d wr * A rarely ; 270 U 
| 5 110 } Wah 


* * 
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With ſong and pi he did . it, 
| ID — "4h 
O he's the lad. 


That make's me glad, 
With ki&&z{weer and plenty: 
- So 1 declare, 
By all that's fair, 
Fu wed tho” not quite twenty. 


— at 


— — 


HEN filver-fac'd Cinthia retires from 
her poſt, 
| Relicv'd by the fovereign of day ; 
© And each fainter ſtar in the ſhadow is loſt, 
. Of Phcebus's orient ray: 
We mount at the foul-chearing ſound of the 


horn, 
A ſocial and ſport-loving train ; 
To daſh the bright gem from the dew-ſtudded 
tho 


rn, 
4 And ſcour o'er the pearl-dappled plain. 


CHORUS, 


The life of a Sportman's a round of delights, 

His days are all pleaſure and peace all his nights: 
. Content in his ſphere, without penſion or — 
ile finds all he! in the joys of the chace. 


When Reynard, alarm'd by the loud-opening 


hounds, 


. 
Tranſported we go thro* woods, rivers, and vales; 
O'er hedge, ditch and mountain we fly; 
And load with ſhrill muſic the downy@wing'd 
. pales, | - 
That waft our glad notes to the ſky. 


But when the tir'd fox has exhauſted his breath, 
And heavily labours along ; | 

How anxious is each to be in at the death, 
And join the victorious throng ; 

To ſhare the rerown of the glorious purfuit, 
Encircling the victim around; 

While horns ſhrilly bray, and men jovially ſhout, 
Till Echo grows hoarſe with the ſound. 


A, 


SONG CXIII. 


A Jolly Jack Tar, but a little while fince, 
As drunk as a ar, as bold as a prince; 
Fell foul of an ate-houfe and thought it a fin 
To paſs without calling, ſo went roaring in. 9 
Derry down, St. | 
He ſcarce had fat down, when the landlozd 

. aſs d by 1 
With pu re, fre beef which attrafted his eye; 
From the maſt-head a fail —Jack leapt from Es 

place, 

And grafping his cudgel gave orders for chace. 

Derry down, Sc. 
St + Now it happen'd together ten Frenchmen wete 
met, i 

= Reſolving ſoup- meagre and ſrogs to forgets > 
Donvinc d of their error, they'd order'd a feaſt, 
To de dreſt and ſerv'd up in the true Engliſh 
WEE. taſte, Derry down, Sc. 
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At the heels of the landlord Jack quickly appears 
And made the room. 3 Britiſh 
cheers ; 
Then ſat himſelf down without any debate, 
And whipt his old chew on his next neighbour's 


plate. | 
| Derry down, Sc. | 
No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſe d of a place, | 


Than' thinking 1t needleſs to wait for the grace; 
In ſpite of their whiſpers; the ſtout Engliſh thief 
Fi rapped the pudding, then boarded the 
. beef. 


"OY » 


— 4 
* 


3 4 Now notheng 
3 pri 


Derry dou n, &c. | 
could equal the Frenchmen's ſur- | 
3 e 

They ſhrunk up their ſhoulders ana ſtar'd with 

| =  ,  dhew eyes; 

1 From one went a hah! from another a hem! 

= "They look'd at the landlord, the landlord at them. 
—E Derry down, Sc. 


One more bold than the reſt. by his brethren's 

EE. ; advice, _ 3 3 

Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſſice; 

© But Jack cut his fingers and g.ve him a check, 

& "Crying down with your arms or I'll ſoon clear 
224 the deck. wy 


Derry down, &c. 


At! h to revenge all the Frenchmen unite, 


Each ſiez d on his knife and prepar'd for a hight j 
Ok quarters, ſays Jack, ILwould have you not 
think | | 


* n N N > 7 N 7 bas. | | 
80 ftrike, you ſoup-bibbers, ſtrike, ſlrike, „ | 
8 you fink, Derry down, tc, 28 


f 3 | 2 2 * * 
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The landlord beholding, approach'd from afar, 
And ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the arms of the tar : 


I've got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could ſay 


more, 


E' er he felt his dull pate where his desde wd 


before. 
Derry down, S&c. 


Then, 3 Jack flouriſh'd his truſty oak 


And lay on bir droadſides ſo faſt ahd fo n 


He ſo well play'd his part, in a minut * I 
Lay [prawhng, along with their ho 
floor. 5 


Derry down, &. 
The reſt, being diſmay'd at their countrymen's 


fate 
Each 1 Jacks s ſtick fold alight ofr his 


Soon vielded 5 him victor and lord oF the main, 
With — entreaty to bury their ſtain 


Derry ds, Gr. 


To which he conſented, but order'd that they, 
For the beef, and the pudding, and porter ſhould. 


pay 
So ſaying, he — away to his wench, 
Still whooping and crying, _— down with 


the French. 
FF 20586 oY = 
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OCKEY was a braw young lad, 
And Jjemmy fwarth and tawney, 
> 4 


of XS 
They my heart noca port made, 


3 For . was; pris to $awney, 3 a 
— Gghs and ſues, 


And emmy offers money; 
Well 1 fee they both love me,,ͤ .. 
But I love only Sawney. 


. _ high his voice can raiſe, 
Jemmy tunes Ris vigl, 


But when Sawney pi es * | 
My heart kens be desi. « 113 


"One he ſings, t'other firings, 
Thou Pater they only tcaze me; 
* s muſe I cant refuſe, 
He makes the ang to pleaſe me. 


7 flute and lively was,” .. _ 
2 ſo tweet and bonny, I” a 
Philomet that heard, would fe oon, 29 

Come fogth to echo Sawney. 
Oh! for wi ſteeple rin 

Io wed my joy and — od 
Eroyos of K 'ngs are. but r things, 


Compared to my cet 1 a 


2 ww +3 
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SONG CXV. 
MONG the ſwains 
Who trip the plains, 
Young Johnny is moſttmar:. :: 
He Kan ſo U ect, 
And looks ſo neat, 
I fear he's won my heart. 


9 oe | 


L 20g J 
Beneath 785 
I once was laid 
Andhe was over-leaning T7 
He heav'd a figh 57: 01 
I can't tell Why, 
I with I knew his meaning. 


My tender lambs, 
And bleating dams, 


When o'er the laun I trace; Fatt 7 


With pieating air, "Ir te its 
He {till is near, | 2111 


And goges o my ase my 
When hounds and born, | 


Awake the morn, 

He finds me then a glcaning; 
Then tells a tail, 
2 might p! 1 

If & e Fknew meaning. 
if Ve intlin'd 


To tell his mind, 
If wedlock 1s the plan, 
Ihen void of ſtrife, 


I'll be a wife, law 


And do the beſt I con. 


I ne'er wilt vex 
Or him perplex, | 
Or wicked ways be feen in; 
For he ſhall prove, 
How much F love, 
But 1 him tell his meaning. 
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HE fails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor'd, 
| Her courſe to ſteer, all hands on board, 
Propitious ev'ry gale ; 
Fair Betſey on the beach deplores, 
Her failor bound to diſtant ſhores ; 
But nought her tears avail. 


Oh cruel fate! ye pow'rs above, 
Why thus bereft of him I love, | 
Who on the reſtleſs deep, „ 
The boi ſtꝰrous tide muſt ceafclefs brave, 
And meet, perchance a wat' ry grave, 
Whilſt I but live to weep, , 


Twelve months claps'd when he return'd, 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
"Twas freed from ev'ry care: 2 
For Henry's love, his heart, his foul, | 
Were true as needle to the pole, 
When abſent from his fair. 


In wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 
No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms affright, 
The lovely Betley's breaſt; 
For now he makes a firm decree, 
No more to truſt the raging ſea, 


With her completely bleſt. 


7 


SONG CXVLIL. 
V banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmurs invite me to ſleep ; 


My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 


I ſeldom 
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I ſeldom have met with a loſs, | 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, | 

Vhere the hare-bells and violcts blow. 


I've found out a gift for my fair; 
I've found where the wood-ptgeons breed; 
But, let me that plunder ſorbear, 
She'll lay 'twas a barbarous deed ; 
He ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of us young; 
And I lov'd her the more, when 1 heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


* 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the graves, and the vallics as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may — as fair, 

The face of the vallies as fine; 
The {wair's may in manners compare; 

But their love i is not equal to mine. 


SONG CXVIII. 


AS Nanny but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 
To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 
Oh! how I'd pipe _ my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely maid ; 
While of all ſenſe of care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the (ky; 


_—_ — , 
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Then to our oaken ſaſe retreat, 
We d both together hie: 
There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Unto my charming fair, 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine ſincere. 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe ; 

Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 
Could ne'er my fancy pleaſe : 


In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 
With grace ct ironing youth, 
Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 
With modeſty and truth. | 
1 
— — 


d SON G CXIX. 


MONTENTED I am and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plenteouſly ftor'd ? 
See! my vault door is open, deſcend cv'ry gueſt, 
Tap the caſk, for the wine we will try; 
_ 'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to your 
taſte, ' 
And as bright as her cheeks to your eye. 


In a piece of {lit-hoop I my candle have ſtuck, | 
"I 'will _ us each bottle to hand ; | 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I've broke, | 


For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Sound that pipe—*tis in tune, and the binns are 
| well fill' d. 


View that heap of Campagne in the rear: ® 
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Theſe ar op Burgundy—ſce how they're 


Like nyo over tier. 
My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 


All gloriofly rang'd in review ; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks, 
As kingdoms I've got to ſubdue. | 


T's my will when I die not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic jacet be grav'd on my ſtone; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay that my drinking is done. 
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1 E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
* And take — more heed 2 ſheep; 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray, _. 
| I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 
She was fair—and my paſſion begun, 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but lov 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 


Nags I was void of all thought, 

Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 

That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 

Ah! love every hope can inſpire, 

| It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 

| And the lip of the nymph we admire, 

| Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


| She is faithleſs and I am undone; 
| Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 


he 


Let 


* 
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Let reaſon inſtrut you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
Tt is not for me to explain 
How fair and how fickle they be. 


O, ye 4m ſpread your branches apace, 
our deepeſt receſſes I fly; 
ould hide with the beaſts of the chaſe; 
> 2 vaniſh from e ry eye. 
Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove, 
With the ſame lad complaint i it begun, 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone, 


F 


SONG CXXI. 


NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair, 
Sat [pinning in the ſhade, | 
While ſoaring lky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head ; 
In tender coocs the pigeon woo'd 
(Love's impulſe a 0h muſt fell) 
She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, | 
And turn'd her {pinning wheel. ; 


While thus I work with reck and reel, 
So life by time is ſpun; 
„And as goes round the ſpinning-wheel, 
* The world turns up and Gown: 
& Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
While I no changes feel, | 
« But get my: bread by fo at of brow, | off 
And turn my ſpinning-wheel. | 8-2 | q 
\? „ Bran" 


1 


| — dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, | 


ler banners ſtill {hill wave unfurl 
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t From me let men and women too 2 


© This homeſpun leſſon learn + +5 
Not mind what other people do, . 
* But eat the bread they earn : wp 
© If none were fed, were that to be, 
But what deſerv'd a meal, 
& Some ladies then, as well as. 
Might turn the ſpinning wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, : j 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 
When o'er the lawn linp'd gammer Joan, | 
And brought heme Nancy's ſwan : 2 
Come, cries the dame, Nancę, here's thy 
* f uſe, 5 R 3 eo T3FZ & 
„Away throw rock and reel :” 
Blythe Nancy with the bonny new 


O'crict her ſpinnung-wheel. +1, | 
; | 1 ber- wer 7 
2 — 2 
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Each ſofter joy and eaſe; _. 
To diſtant climes he loves to roam, > 
Nor dreads the boiſt' rous ſea, 6k a 
2 * 1+ 12 3 £372 & ©! 
His heart; with hopes of vict'ry gay, 
Scorns from the ſoe to runn £2 
In battle terrors melt away, 20} © nab A. * 
As ſnow before the ſun. 


Britannia's flag wotld low?r, 5:7 {ir / 


r 
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And dare their hauthty poο⁹ ̊̃ b 0: ! 


L But 
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But ſee, Bellona ſheathes her ſword ; 
Huſh d is the angry main: 

The cannon's roar no more is heard; 
Sweet peace reſumes her reign ! 


SONG CXXIII. 


\ N THEN up to London firſt I came, 
An ad country booby, 


I gap'd and ſtar d, and did the ſame 
As every other looby. 


With countenance demurely ſet, 
I doff d my hat to all 1 met, 


With—“ Zir, your humble ſervant !” 


Alas! too ſwom I a wife; 
And proud of ſuch ableſſin 
— buſineſs of my lie 

e kiſſing and care ſſing. 


| ”T was © charmer! ſweeting! duck, and dove! 


And I, o'er head and ears in love, 
Was Cupid' s humble ſervant. 


But when the honey-moon was paſt, 
Adieu to tender ſpeeches ! 

« Ma'am lov'd quadrilte, and loſt too faſt, 
*1 ſwore 10 wear the breeches. 

« I ſtorm in vain—relſtraint the hates: 

Adieu! (ſhe cries) the party waits; — - 

My dear, your humble ſervant !” 


She's irl! and in 3 
eee 5 
I'd enyy not a higher lot, mort 
** 


b bug 
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I nod he'll call again, . 

And am his humble ſervant. 


Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones fay, ta 
Tis beſt emplq d in laughing ; 
And come what frowning cares there may, 
My antidoto is quaſhng: 
I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, Ls 
For this 1s my philoſophy ; | 
lo—your humble ſervant. 14 4 


Serre 
SONG CXXIV. 


HE Britiſh ſailor plows the ſeas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd 
He ſcorns the Iandmen's ſlothful eaſe, 
And guards them while they fleep.. 
Though ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And lightnings flaſh their vivid fire, 


4 
When foes invade, with eager heart and hand. 
He braves the world to ſave his native _ " 


The ſhip now riſes to the ſkies, 


Now ſinks in depths below ; 5 
Wich heart intrepid ſtill he flies, | __ 
To meet the deſtin'd foe; 7 
And while the cruel fight prevails, _ 
Wich death and courage he affails ; 1 


Nor heeds their fire! but at his chief s command, ö 
Braves all the world to ſave his native land. ** 


The chain-fhots whiſtle to and fro, 1% 1 
A broadſide ſeals their fate; % r 
Their bull is ſhatter'd, down they go, 

And — too late; 


30 


| Then 
\ 4 E 
2 -© + 4% *% 
* 


- 


[ nz 1 
Then as he ſees the briny flood, 
All crimſon'd oer with human blood, 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he Mes, 
And braves the Las to ſave his enemies. 


$ 1 ** 9 , . 
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HESE ſighs, my dear Polly, 1 pray thee 


forbear, 
Nor wound my (well'd heart with? this filent, 
{oft tear; 
I'm bound to the ſea, and muſt leave thee 'tis 
true, | 
And any” trembleſt to hens this my laſt, fond 
ieu; 
But reflect, my ſweet girl, when thy fears chance 
to riſe, 


| = That king.  provitence guide e. ry change in the 


But * me to it, when I'm far from thy fight, 
And the Star of  ſevet Hope ſhall gleam o'er the 
"long r night. 


When our ſhip rolls along, tho” the billows 
may roar, 
My thoughts ſhatt be ever with thee on the ſhore ; 
Whilel think on my Poll, ev'ry ſtorm will I brave, 
And undaunted behold the white mountainous 
"wave; 
| I'm rocking aloft on the yards to and fro, 
. the vaſt hollow that ſtretches below, 
To Providenge truſting, when far from thy fight, 
The Star of ſweet Hope, Sc. 


When tempeſts rage round and wild REY 


canes howl, 


"And dangers appal c'en the ſcaman's firm ſoul, 
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I'll think, tho” thou'rt abſent, thy wiſhes are near, 
And for thy ſake, my Polly, II ſcorn ev'ry tear, 
And, while we are mounting or ſinking agai 
I'll ting of thy charms, and they'll lull the w 
main; 
For to Providence truſting, when far from thy 
ſight, 


oO 


The Star of ſweet Hope, Sc. 
Should ſtorms e'er ariſe, think they will not 


reach me, | < 
And when the ſun ſhines, tbink it ſhines oper 
the ſea; | 
Let the calmeſt of thoughts round thy boſom ſtill 
throng, f 
And. when evening returns count my abſence 
leſs long; N 
But my lovely, dear Poll, tho' thy tears flow apace, 
I muſt leave thee—and, as thy fond heart I em- 
Ce, ; 
I give thee to Providence, while from thy fight, 
And the Star of ſweet Hope ſhall gleam o'er the 
long night. 


Om 
SONG CXXVI. 


OUNG Tom, a farmer pert and vain, 

Of whom the girls did long complain, 
From fair to fair, all mirth and glee, 
Would rove, tis faid, like any bee; 
With ruffled ſkirt and buckled hat, 
With ev'ry one he met would chat, | | 
And what he faid profefs 'twas true, g 
But molt reply d—it would not do- 4 


L3 Among. 
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ng 1 the reſt a ſprightly laſs, 
Wh e in fikence ne er could paſs, . 
Os whom he caſt a partial eye, 

For whom, when preſent, he could figh, 
Alone for Tom a match was found, 

And foil'd him {till on his own ground ; 
For when his flatt'ry try'd to woo, 

She archly cry'd—it will not do. 


When ber in ferious moods he talk 'd, 

10 ſerious tones his ſchemes ſhe balk” d, 
And when in perter ſtyle he ſpoke, 

She was too ready with her joke, 

And play'd fo well her counter 

That ſhe, at length, quite tam'd "rf heart ; 
And when for her's the youth did ſue, 
She cry.d—indecd it will not do. 


r was now obſerv d that he no more 
Would prate, as he would prate before; 
The laſſes wonder d all but ſhe, 

That Tom had loſt his wonted glee : 

When he approach'd, her diſtance ſtill, 
With doubts and — his breaſt would fill; 
And when he vow'd his love was true, 
She ſmil'd, and faid—it will not do. 


One day he met her in the wood, 
. And with her charms enraptur'd ſtood ; 
He prais'd her ſhape, her dreſs, and air, 
(For ſhe was tripping to the fair) 

But heedlefs ſhe {ſprang ſwift away, 
And when he begg'd that ſhe would ſtay, 
AlFs fine, faid ſhe, that comes from you, 
But, on my word, it will not do. 


Her archneſs but inflam'd him inore, 


He knelt, he vow'd, and would have 2 
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But as his love he cloſcher preſs'd, 


His eager warmth ſhe thus repreſs'd ; 

„This talk with ev'ry girl you hold, 

And round the country it is told, | 
You firſt praiſe me, then hie to Sue, 
But this, believe me, will not do. 


© Then, pray thee, tell me, charming fair, 
Nor drive me headlong to deſpair,” 
He ſaid, abath'd, how mutt 1 prove 
"The honeſt paſſion of my love?” 
„ That's eaſy, om, with [miles ſaid ſhe, 
6 Jult look beyond yon hanging tree 
A ſteeple riſes full in view— 
But take me there, and—that may do.“ 


Her aim the laſſie did not miſs, 
For conquer'd Tom ſtraight ſnatch'd a kiſs; 
And laid. & agreed, for, on my life, 

I only wiſh thee for my wife: 
To church they went, and there were ty'd. 
And ſhe to all they ſaid reply'd, 

This change, my friends, I own is new, 


But yet I hope, and think twill do.“ 


CY 
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SONG CXXVII. 
EE the courfe throng'd with gazers, the 


orts are begun, — 


ſ 
The en but hear, I bet you, Sir — done, 


done!“ 
Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſound far and 
near, 


Lords, hawkers. and jockies aſſail the tir d ear: , 


Whilſt, 
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Whilſt, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his 


creit, — 

Pamper'd, prancing, and pleas'd, his head touch- 
| ing his breaſt; 

Scarecly ſnuffing the air, he's fo proud and clate, 
The high-mettled Racer firſt ſtarts for tlie plate. 


Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and 
ditch ruſh _ 
Dogs, horſes, and huntſmen, all hard at his bruſh : 
_ Thro' marſh, ſen, and briar, led by their ſly prey, 
They by ſcent and by view cheat a long tedious 
way; 
While alike born for ſports of the field and the 
. courſe, 
Always 2 come thro'—a ſtaunch and fleet 
| 2 
When fairly run down, the fox yiclds up his 
breat 
The high-mettled Racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, us'd up,—and turn'd out of the 
| ſtud: 


Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind-gall d, but yet with 
ſome blood; _ 
While knowing poſtillions the pedigree trace, 
Fell his dam won this [weepſtakes, to lire gain'd 
that race ; 
And what matches he won too, the hoſtlers count 
o'er 
As they 2 their time at ſome hedge-alchouſe 
oor. 
While the harnefs fore galls, and the ſpurs his 
ſidles goad, ö 
The high-mettled Racer's a hack on the road. 
1 Till 


* 
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Till at laſt, having labour'd drudg'd early ids 7. 
late, he 4 4g 
Bow'd down by degrees, he bends om to higfatgy .. 
Blind. old, lame, and feeble, he tugs da mi, 
Or draws land till the fand of his r"glaly; 
ſtands fill ; = * 4 © Xx 
And now, cold and lifeleſs, expos'd tothe view - 
In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew, 4Y 
While a pitying crowd his ſad relicks ſurrounds— | 
The high-metiled Racer—is fold for the hounghy 


1 1 % 
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NCE t the Gods of the Gerbe at an am- 
broſial feaſt, 

Large bowls of rich neftar were 
Merry Momus amongſt them was fat as git: 

(Homer ſays the celeſtials love Taught 
On each in the Synod the humouriſt Qing )— d, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove | 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome f. rart Qories told, 

And at length he begun upon Jove, | 


6 Sire Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, = 
* Grows grievoully tir'd of late; "_- 

He ſays that mankind are much worſethan W 
& So he begs to be eas d of his weight.“ 

Jove knowing the earth an poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball; 

Gave his da * Attraction the charge of the 

worl 


And ſte hung it high up in his hall.” 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review 'd the globe 


round 


To fee what each climate was worth; 


þ TV 
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: : d, 
| ariouſly planted the earth: 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow d.— Y 
France nds in ſhe taught vineyards to rear : 
VM hat ſuited each clime, on each chme ſhe beſtow 'd, 


And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 118 


n 
rdians to cherifh the root; 

"Le our of Li then gan to ſmile, 

Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 

a thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 

eit as free as 'twas given; 


=. O cxxIX. 
ko: evening Good Humour took Wit as his 

. Nele 4 to 0 dodge in a ſenſible feaſt; 

Their kquor was claret, and Friendſbip their hoſt, 1 
* _ — fong, and ſentiment garniſh'd each 1 
43 7 Derry down, Sc. 
But 3 true bucks, they enjoy d their 
* che j © Buck lies in love, wit, and wine; 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door aloud knock, >} 
. And the watchman, hoarſe, bellow'd, “ "tas q 


wore o'clock.” 
Derry down, Sc. PR 
' They? _) 
=Y * 1 
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They nimbly ran dow the diſturbing dog found, 


And u hows they dragy ;'d the impertinen F 
When brought — the light, bow much were | 


To ſee wow te gr grey r D 


His glaſs as his lanthorn, his as his a pole, 
And his ſingle lock dangl'd — 
ſkull; 


My friends, quoth he, coughing, 1 Dough fit 


to knock, I 
And bid you begone, for 'tis paſt 12 aan 
Derry doen, Sc. 


Say'd the venom-tooth ſage, on this advice fix, 2 
Tho nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ill to fix 3 


He longer had preach'd, but no longer * 'd; 


bear it, 


So hid him at once in a hogſheadl of elawet, | 4 
Derry down, Gel 

That is right, call'd out Wit; while you're 72 

= your prime, 

. There's nothing like claret for killing of Time 

_ Huzza! reply'd Love, now no more can * 

Or i . tell us 'tis paſt 18 o'clock. » 
Derry down, Sec. 


Since Time is confin d to our wine, let us hin . 

By this 3 we're ſure of our Time. when weyy 
rink ; 

With-bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be grim? di} 

Now we' werb certain our drinking is always wely 


D down, Sc. ; 
* oe 
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And vile inteſtine jangling 


—_ 
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HEN Harold was invaded, 
| And, falling, loſt his crown,— 
And Norman William waded 
Through gore to pull him down. 
= When counties round, with fear proſound, 
© To mend their ſad condition, 
And lands to fave, baſe homage gave, 
Bold Kent made no ſubmitten, 


* 
— 


Wr 


CHORUS, - 


Then ſing in praiſe of men of Kent, 

. $0 loyal, brave, and free; 

Mongſt Britain's race if one ſurpaſs, 
A man of Kent was he. 


The hardy, ſtout freeholders, 
That knew the tyrant near, 
In girdles and on ſhoulders 
A grove of oaks did bear: 
> Whom when he Taw in battle draw, 
And thought how he might need 'em, 


He turm d his arms, allow'd them terms 


Replete with noble freedom. 
Cho,—Then ſing, c. 


And when, by Barons wrangling, 
Hot faction did encreaſe ; 


Had banifh'd England's peace; 
The men of Kent — battle went, 
They fear'd no wild confuſion, 
But join'd with Vork — they did the work, 
And made a bleſt concluſion. | 
Cho,—Then feng, Sc. 


"I 
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At hunting, and the race too, 
They ſprightly vigour ſhew : 
And, at a female chace too, 
None like a Kentiſh beau. 
All bleſt with health—and as for wealth, 
By fortune's kind embraces, 
A yeoman gay ſhall oft out-weigh 
A knight in other places. 
Cho. — Tien feng, Sc. 


Then gen'rous, brave, and hearty, 
All o'er the ſhire we find; 

And for the low church party, 
They're of the brighteſt kind. 


For King and Laws they prop the cauſe, 


Which high church has confounded ; 
They love with height the moderate right, 
But hate the crop-ear'd roundhead. 
Cho.—Then fing, Sc. 


The promis d land of bleſſing, 
For our forefathers meant, 

Is now in right poſſeſſin 
For Canaan ſure was Kent, 4 

The dome at Knoll, by fame enroll d, | 3 
The church at Canterbury ; | 

The hops, the beer, the cherries, here, 
May fill a famous ſtory. 


CHORUS, 


Then ſing in praiſe of men of Kent, 
So loyal, brave, and free ; | 
Mongſt Britain's race if one ſu 
A GENERAL WOLFE was uE! 
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SONG CXXXI. 
N Charles the Second's merry days, 
For wanton frolics noted, 
A lover of cabals I was, — - 
With * like Bacchus bloated. 
I preach'd unto my crowded pews, 
Wine was by heav'ns — 2 Sir, 
And d—mn'd was he who did refuſe, 
To drink while he could ſtand, Sir. 
CHORUS, 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Unto my dying day, Sir; 
That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
I'll drink my gallon a day, Sir. 


When James the Sot aſſum'd the throne, 

He ſtrove to ſtand alone, Sir; 
But quickly gor ſo drunk, that down 
He — from the throne, Sir. 
One morning crop- ſick, pale and queer, 

By fitting up with prom, 
He reel'd to Rome, where prieſts fevere 
Deny the cup to laymen. 

Cho. And this is law, &c, 


Then Will, the tippling Dutchman, ſav'd 
| Our liberties from ſinking, — 
We crown'd him King of Cube, and crav'd 
The privilege of thinking. 
He drank your Holland's gin, 'tis ſaid, 
And held predeftination ; 
Fool! not to know the tippling trade 
Admits no terpidation. 
A Cho. And this is law, Sc. 
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'Y When Brandy Nan became our Queen, 
| "Twas all a drunken ſtory ; 
| I fat and drank from morn till een, 
And ſo was thought a Tory. 
Brimful of wine, all ſober folks 
We d—mn'd, and moderation, 
Till for right Nantz we pawn'd to France 
Our deareſt reputation. 
Cho, And this is law, Sc. 


King George the Firſt then fill'd the throne, 
And took the reſolut ion | 

To drink all ſorts of liquors known, 
To ſave the conſtitution. 

He drank ſucceſs, in rare old rum, 
Unto the State and Church, Sar, 
Till, with a doſe of Brunſwick mum, 

| He dropt from off the perch, Sir. 

; Cho. And this is law, Sc. 
King George the Second then aroſe, 

N Sik — gallant ſoul, Sir; 

He lov'd his people, beat his foes, 
6 And puſh'd about the bowl, Sir. 
Huͤte drank his fill to Chatham Will, 
; 


To heroes, for he choſe em; 
| With us true Whigs he drank until 
ji He ſlept in Abram's boſom. 
\ Cho. And this is law, Sc. 
„ Majeſty then came, 
hom heaven long preſerve, Sir; 
He © gloried in a Briton's name,” 
And ſwore he'd never ſwerve, Sir. 
Though evil counſellors may think 
His love from us to ſever, 
Feet let us, loyal Britons, drink 
| © © Our gracious King for ever. 
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CHORUS, 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Till wine ſhall waſh me away, Sir; 


That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
I'll drink my gallon a day, Sir. 
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HE watery god, great Neptune, lay 
In dalliance ſoft, and am'rous play, 


On Amphytrite's breaſt ; 
When Uproar rear'd her horrid head, 
The Tritons ſhrunk, the Neriads fled, 
And all their fears confeſt, 


Loud Thunder ſhook the vaſt domain, 

The liquid world was wrapt in flame, 
The God amazed f ke, 

Ye winds! go forth, a. make it known, 

Who dares to ſhake my coral throne, 

And fill my realms with ſmoak. 


The winds, obſequious at his nod, 
'Sprang ſtrongly up t' obey their God, 
And faw two fleets away : 

The one, victorious Hawke, was thine, 
The other Conflans' wretched line, 
In terror and diſmay. 


Then down deſcend, andtell their chief, 
That France was ruin'd palt relief, 
And Hawke triumphant rode : 


IT That dares uſurp my power at ſea, 
1 And thus inſult x God ? 


* 


Hawke! cries the chief, pray who is he? 


— 


—— — 
„ Ws. 


Then gallant Hawke, ſerenely great, 


Of George's fway, and Britain's glory, 
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The winds reply, —* In diſtant lands 
There Dr King who Hawke commands, 
« Who ſcorns all foreign force. 
& And when his floating caſtles roll 


From fea to ſea, from pole to pole, 
© Great Hawke diretts — 


* Or when his winged bullets fly, 
To puniſh fraud or perfidy, 
Or ſcourge a guilty land, — 


© Tho] death and horror round him wait, 
3 Per forms the dread command.” 


Neptune with wonder heard the ſtory, 


Mhich time ſhall ne'er fubdue. 
Boſcawen's deeds, and Saunders” fame, 
Join'd with brave Wolfe's immortal name, 

Cry'd out, Can this be true?“ po 


* A King! he needs muſt be a God, r 
Who has ſuch heroes at his nod, | 
+ To govern earth and fea. 

* 1 yield my trident and my crown, 
As tribute due to ſuch renown, 


Great George ſhall rule for me.“ 


SONG CXXXIII. 


HE wand'ring failor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy eas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe ! 
In hopes, when toil and danger's v'er, 
To anchor on his nativ 
M 


- 
1 


* 
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When winds blow hard, and mountains rol}, 


And thunder ſhakes from pole to pole ; 
Tho dreadful waves ſurrounding — 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home : 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'cr. 
To anchor on-his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 

Tho” each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt. | 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, . 
Caſt anchor on our native ho N * 
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\ PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 

Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with Hfe's rubbers, 

Wh nothing but water to drink. 


Sh A can of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
Would ſet them for | agog, 
1 And, ſpite of the rules, 


The rules of the ſchools, 


daa fools would havg-all of them fwigg'd it, 


And ſwore there w as nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, , 
Cry'd, Jack, never be ſuch a niny 
| To drink ;—ſays I, —father, your health! 
So I paſs'd round the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
And it ſet the old codger agog; 
And he ſwigg d, and mother 
And ſiſter, and brother, 


— : 


* 1 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And {wore there was nothing like grog. 


One day when the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curioufly flunk, 
And, while he our duty was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get drunk, 
L tipt him the ſtuff and he twigg'd it, 
N hich ſoon ſet his rev rence agog: 
And he ſwigg'd. and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwigg'd, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And {wore there was nothing like grog. 


* 


Then truſt me, there's nothing as drinking 
So pleaſant on this ſide the grave, 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes 'em more val:ant and brave, 
For me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has fo ſet me agog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
I've conſtantly, conſtantly ſwigg'd it; 
And, d—mn me, there's nothing like grog. 
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3 high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 

The main-maſt by the board, — 

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, N 

Shall brave all dangers, ſcorn all fear 
The roaring winds, the raging fea, 

In hopes once more to be on ſhore 
Safe moor'd with thee. 
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Aloft, while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring from below, 
Shall my ſignal be, to think on thee, 
And this ſhal be my long: 
Blow high, blow low, &c. 


And on that night, when all the crew 


The mem'ry of their former lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 
I'll heave a ſigh, and think on thee ; 
And as the ſhip rolls through the fea, 
The burthen of my ſong ſhall be, 


Blow high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main-maſt by the board, — 

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, 

Shall brave all dangers, ſcorn all fear— 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, 


In hopes once more to be on ſhore 


Safe moor'd with thee. 
EDD , 


SONG CXXXVI. 


=.” WV HT argufies pride and ambition, 


Soon or late death will take us in tow ; 
Each bullet has got its commiſſion, | 
And when our time's come we mult go, 


CHORUS, 


Then drink and fing, hang pain and ſorrow, 


For the halter's made many a neck ; 
He that's now live and laſty, to-morrow, 


perhaps, may be ſtretch'd on the deck. 


— — — 
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There was little Tom Linſtock of Dover, 


Got kill'd, and left Polly in 
Polly cry'd, but her grief was over, 
And then ſhe got married again. 


Then drink and ſing, Sc. 


Jack Junk was ill-uſed by Bet Crocker, 
And ſo took to ſucking the ſtuff, 
Till he tumbl'd in old Davy's locker, 


And then he got liquor enough. 
Then drink and feng, &c, 


To a ſailor, ſays one, d o never 
To ſea; your frien there, tis ſaid ; 
Says Jack, would you kit up for ever, 


Becauſe your friends dy'd in their bed. 


Then drink and fing, Sc. 


2 


For our prize · money then to the protor, 


+ Take of joy, while 'tis going, your freak; 


For what argufies calling the or, 
When the anchor of life is pn. 


Then drin and fing, S. 


SONG CXXXVII. 
T the ſound of the horn, 


We riſe in the morn, 
And waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
voix! yoix! tally-o! 
After Reynard we go, 
While echo on echo dies the ſong. 


Cho, We waken the woods, RI 


Not the ſteeds of the ſun 


Our brave courſers outrun, g 


TY 
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Oer the mound, horſe and hound, ſee us bound 
in full cry; 

Like Phœbus we riſe 

To the heights of the ſkies, 


And careleſs of danger five — we defy. . 
| Cho, —We waken the woods, Sc. WV; 


F At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
| And are hard at his bruſh, | 
Already he dies—lec him panting for breath, 
Each feat and defeat 
Wee renew and repeat, 
Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the death. 
7 "a 


With a bottle at ni 
We prong the af | 
| Much Trumbruſh we — "ww the deeds that 
= were done. 
And yoix! tally-o: bad 


Next morning we go 
|” With Phabus to end—as we mount with the ſun. 


3 SONG CXXXVIIL 
RECITATIVE, 


whit ng plowman hails the bluſhing 


N The thruſh —— drowns the ruſtic note; 
Loud — — => blackbird through reſounding 


® And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


"* » 44S Bs 
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I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play: 

See yonder he {kulks through the grounds, 
Then — your briſk courſers, ſmoke em 

my bloods; 5 

1 . 'Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it, — ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks, o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; | 
Chear up the good dogs with the horn. 4 


And now he ſcarce creeps through the dale. 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His 1 can no longer avail, f 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. | 
1 From our ſtaunch and fleet pack twas in vain 
that he fled. 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn; 3 
1 The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead. 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. | 
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4 SONG CXXXIX _ 2H 
Low ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet 
1 bound and horn | | A 
5 7 ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh: urn: 
ut hard is the chace my fond heart mult purſue, | 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my | 


She's loſt ! tg 


A 
For Daphne is loſt to my view, 3 


COIL 
<a 
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1 
Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with 
- diſdain ; 

In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies, — 
Tho Daphne's purſu'd,— tis Myrtillo that dies: 


Tho' Daphne's purſu'd,—'tis Myrtillo that dies. 
ODD 


SONG CXL. 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
_ Although thy breath be rude. 


| Heigh ho! fing, heigh oo heat +, ac wg 

Moſt fri — an is feigning, —moſt loving mere 
Y - 

Tk̃ ben, heigh ho! the holly, 

This life is moſt jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky,— 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh 
. benefits forgot. 
h thou the waters warp, 
Thy ing is not ſo ſharp | 
As remember'd not. 


Heigh ho! ling, heigh ho! unto the green holly: 
Molt friendſhip is 1—— loving mere 
i fo 


* 
— 
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** 
©. Then, heigh ho! the holly, 
N This life is moſt jolly. 
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BS 
SONG CXLI. 


Bx. Boreas, blow, and let the ſurly winds 
Make the billows foam and roar ; 
Thou canſt no terrors breed in valiant minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'll live and find the ſhore. 
Then chear my heart, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the gun-room clear; 
Tho! hell's broke looſe, and dzmon's roar abroad. 
Whilit we have ſea-room here, boys, never fear. 


Hey! how ſhe toſſes up, how far! 
The mounting top- maſt touch'd a ſtar : 
The meteors blaz'd, as throꝰ the clouds we came, 
And, Salamander like, we liv'd in flame. 


But now we ſink! now we go down 
To the deepeſt ſhades below : 

Alas! where are we now! who, who can tell ? 

Sure tis the deepeſt room in h—II, 

Or where the ſca-gods dwell : " 
With them we'll live, we'll live and rei 
With them we'll laugh, and ling and dri 

amain : wy 


But ſee! we mount! fee, fee, we riſe agai 


Tho' flaſhes of lightniug, and tempeſts of rain, 
Do fiercely contend we all conquer the man; 
Tho' the captain does ſwear in of a 3 
And the fea is all fir'd by the dæmons of th air, 
We'll drink, and defy 
The mad ſpirits that fl 
From the deep to the ky, 
And ſing, whilſt the thunder does bellow : - 


For fate ſtill will have 
A kind chance for the brave, 


N And 
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And ne'er make his grave 
Of a ſalt-water wave, 


To drown, no never drown a good fellow. 


SONG CXLII. 


EASE, rude Boreas, bluſt ring railer ! 
Liſt ye landmen all to me; 


Meſſmates, hear a brother-ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. 


From billows, firſt in motion, 
When the Fane whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt-troubl'd ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling,— 
By topſail- ſheets and haulyards ſtand ! 
Down . uick !—be hauling ! 


: ' Down your {ta hand, boys, hand! 
- |. Now —— the braces; 


1 1 gu the top: ſail ſheets let go; 

. boys, luff, don't make wry faces! 
Up your top-ſails nimbly clew ! 
Now all on down-beds ſ 
— i beaury's arms, = 

ee oyments wanton courting, 
om all but love's alarms.— 
458 us roars the tempeſt louder, 

Think what fears our minds enthrals; 

8 it yet blows harder; 


* 


Now again the boatſwain calls: 
The yards Fr 
See Nn 


— — . 
. Though the weather ſhould be worſe. 


[135 
Fore and aft the ſprit- ſail yard ſet, 
Reef the mizen, Paas all clear: 


Hand up! each preventer-brace ſet; 
Man the fore-yard; chear, lads, chear ! 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contendi claſh ! 
On our __— kerce rain falls pouring! 
In our eyes blue lightnings Hach ! 
One wide water all around us. 
All above us one black ſky ! 
Different deaths at once ſurround us: 
Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ! 


The fore-maſt's gone! cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out ; ; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 


Quick the lanyards cut to pieces! 1 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold: = 
Plumb the weil ; the leak increaſes ! - 
Four feet water in the hold! £9 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, * 
We for wives or children mourn ; b 

Alas! from hence there's no retreating ! x = 
Alas! from hence there's no return. # 2 "2 . 

Still the leak is gaining on us! * 
Both chain pumps are choak'd Wie 


Heav'n have mercy here upon us! A e 4 
For only that can ſave us now! 2 * 

| Ofer the lec-beam is the land „boys; = N * 
Let the guns o'erboard be thivws.; SS. 


To the pump come ev 'ry hand, boys; 9 
See! our mizen- maſt is gone. I 


N 2 
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The leak we've found—it cannot pour faſt ; 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 

Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt ; 

She rights, the rights, boys! we're off ſhore, 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune's ſpar d our lives: 

Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 

Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it 
Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join, 

Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 
None! our danger's drown'd in wine. 

8 * 


SONG cxlIUu. 
Vu Pherbus the tops of the hills does 


ado 
How ſwret is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
© When the antling ſtag is rous'd by the ſound, 
© Eretting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
3 And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view 

| of the glorious game. 


O, ſee! how again he rears up his head, 
And, winged with fear, redoubles his ſpecd : 
But, oh! tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies, — 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe 
the crics, 
For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants, til}, with well-ſcented hounds 
ſurrounded, he dies. 


„ 


SONG 
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18 tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
| We follow ſweet variety: 

| By turns we drink, 

And dance and ling,— 

| Time for ever on the wing, 


1 By turns we drink, and dance and fing,— 
| Time tor ever on the wing. 


| Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial foul; 

| No dull ſtinting hours we own, 

; Pleaſure counts our time alone. 
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OME, learn of me, my rural friends, 


Come, lee, where Mirth and Virtue 
And ſocial cares the hours employ. 

Come, ſee, around my chearful fre, 
Domeſtic bleflings on me wait; 

What'er 'tis virtuous to deſire, | 
E'er dwells within my peaceful gate. 


1. We know no charms in Folly's train ; 
We feel no pain from Envy's dart ; 
The guilty pleaſures of the vain 
No wiſh excite, — no joys impart. 
Secure within ourielves, we find 
Felicity they cannot bring: 
The treaſure of the virtuous mind, 


The golden age which poets fling. 
N 3 


W ho would the ſweets of life 2 ; 


* 


* 


«+ 
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Nor here are 50c 1a joys forgot; 

Some fwain, whote heart with friend» 

glows, : 

Shares the free comforts of our cot; 

The peaceful ſcene ſtill brighter grows. 
Now guiltleſs mirth our breaſts inſpire, 

O'er many a paſt delight we rove ; 
Whilſt Mary wakes the rural lyre 

To friendſhip, or to faithful love. 


Enjoy with me this heartfelt caſe, 
Leave envy, folly, noiſe, and ftrife ; 
Comforts unmixt enjoy, like theſe, . 
That ſoothe the rugged paths of life. 
Like me, be happy, bly the and gay, 
Nor my rich homely joys deſpiſe; 
* But ere youth's ſeaſon glides away, 
The Shepherd's tranſports learn to prize.“ 


— — — — 
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We: man in his wits had not rather be 
r 


Poor, 
Than for lucre his freedom to give ? 
Ever buſy the means of his lite to ſecure, 
And fo ever neglected to live? 


' Environ'd from morning to night in a crowd, 
Not a moment unbent or alone : 


 , Conſtrain'd to be abjett, though never ſo proud, 


And at ev'ry one's call but his own. 


Still repining and longing for quiet each hour 
Yet ſtudioully flying it ſtill ; 
With the means of enjoying the wiſh in his pow'r, 
But accurſt with his wanting the will. 


For 


* - ” 
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C 
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for a vear mult be paid, or a day muſt be come, 
Before he has leiture to reſt: 


He muſt add#to his ſtore this, or that, pretty ſum, 
And then will have time to be bt. 


| But his gains, more bewitching the more they 

' increaſe. 

| Only {well the deſire of his eye: 

Such awretch let mine enemy live, if ke pleaſe; 
Let not even mine enemy DIE, 


E A i 
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2 OME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures 2 
| 


That vallies, groves, or hills and fields, 
And all the ſteepy mountain, yields, 


And we will fit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the ſhepherds feed their flocks 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 


Melodious birds ling madrigals, 


And I will make thee beds of roſes, 

And a thouſand fragrant poſics; 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 8 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


| A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair lin'd flippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold, 


A belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 
| With coral claſps and amber ſtuds : 
| And if theſe pleafures may thee move 


Come live with me, and be my love, a 
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The ſhepherds ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
8 delight each May morning: 
If theſe delights thy mind may nove, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 
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FF all the world and love were young, 
And truth in ev'ry ſhepherd's tongue ; 
Thele pretty pleaſures might me move, 
To hve with thee, and be thy love. 


Time drives the flocks from field to field, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb; 

The reſt complains of cares to come. 


The flow'rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter's reck'ning yields: 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roles, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, — 


In folly ripe,—1n reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt of ftraw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps and amber ſtuds, 
All theſe in me no means can move. 


To come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed; 
” Had joy no date, nor age no need; | 
Then theſe delights my mind might move, 

To hve with thee, and be thy love. 


* 


so 
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| | UR grotto was the ſweeteſt place 
The befrfding hows with fragrance blowing, 

| Would check — i mpetuous pace, 

| Which murmur'd to be ſtopt from flowing. 

"Twas there we met, and gaz d our fill; 


Ah! think on this, and love me ſtill. 


99 "Twas then my boſom knew no fear, 
y Fear to an Indian maid a ſtranger : 
| The war-ſong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
, All — me of my lover's . 
For him did cares my boſom fill; 
Ah! think on this, and love me till, 


For him, by day with care conceal'd, 
Jo bring him food I climb'd the mountain; 
And when the night no form reveal'd, ' 
| 5- Jocund we fought the bubbling fountain, 
| Then, then would joy my boſom fill; 
* Ah! think on this, and love me ſtill.” 
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HEN it is night, and themidpwatch is come, 
N And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken d 


| main, 2 

Then ſailors think of their far diſtant home, 

| And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again, 
| But when the fight's begun, 
1 Fach ſerving at his gung | 

| Should any thought ot them come oferyour mind, 
Think, only, ſhould the day be won, | 

How "twill chear 

'The heart, to hear 
That their od companion-—he was one 


* 


4 * 
4 


"5 


=_— 


F © Or, my lad, of you a miſtreſs kind 
. Have left on ſhore, —ſome pretty girl, and true, 


* ** 


* =. 
& 
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Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And ſigh to think how it may fare with you. 
O! when the fight's begun, 
And ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind. 
1 hank, only, ſhould the day be won, 
How "twill chear 
Her heart, to hear 
That her own true ſailor—he was one. 


POO. K „4 


3 


SONG CLI. 


ON A FIPE OF TOBACCO, 


| "orice tube of mighty power, 
F Charmer of an adle hour ; 

Object of my hot deſire, 

Lip of wax, and eye of fire; 

And thy ſnowy taper waiſt, 
Wich my finger gently brac'd ; 
And thy lovely (welling creſt, 
With my bended ſtopper preſt; 
And the {weeteſt bliſs of blifles, 
Breathing from thy balmy kiſſes: 
Happy thrice, and thrice = 
Happieſt he of happy men! 


Who, when again the night returns, 


When again the taper burns: 
When again the crickets gay, 


It {Lie crickets, full of play) 
E : . 


| afford his tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indian weed; 
; Tleaſure 


U 
i 
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4 
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Pleaſure for a noſe divine, 
Incenſe of the God of Wine! 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen— 


Happieſt he of happy men! 


— — TD DDD 
SONG CLIL 


1 foes of Old England, (France, Holland, 
and Spain) 


Made bold b 5 inſulted the main; 
— together unfurl'd, 

And at and, Old England, their Vengeance 
they hurl'd, 

When Neptune aroſe from his watery throne, 

In a coxal-clad ſuit he moſt beautiful — 

He called his Tritons, and bid them 

To the court of great George four young wn 
liam was there. 

He's royal, he's noble, and choſen by me, 


This Iſle to protect, and reign ang | 


O'erjoy'd at the meſſage the youth rear d 
_T _=_ ry a hero, were the words that he 
al 

The cauſe of my country I'll boldly eſpouſe, 

To the ſea I am ay Br and give her my vous; 
With Rodney, with Digby, with Roſs I will go, 
And die, but Tu conquer cach inſolent foe. 
The Tritons reported the words that he ſaid, _ 


He's , he's noble, and choſen by me, | 
Britain's Iſle to protect, and reign Prince of the 


The 
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The Dons they have felt the effects of his rage. 
No more with blood royal they'll dare to engage, 4 
For he ſtood on the deck with his naked drawn 

{word, 
And by the bold Digby he paſſed the word; 
Humanity touch'd him, tho not with baſe fear, 
When one noble ſhip was blown up in the air, | 
His courage gives rapture to each jolly tar, | 

Who look on Prince William their bulwark in 
F war. 


He's royal, he's noble, and choſen to be 
The guard of this Ille, and the Prince of the Sen. | 


T 
We 


SONG CLI. |} 


HEN Freedom was baniſh'd from Greece 
and from Rome, 

And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home, 
Jove willing 2 ix her where long ſhe might 
n 


Turn'd the globe round about to examine each 
land 


With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole 
6. 

And weigh'd in his ballance the merits of all, 

Then quickly determin'd that England alone, 

Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty's throne. 


Gay Momus inſiſted, no place was more fit 
Than the Iſland of Freedom for true attic wit ; 
And Venus confeſs d, if 'twere pleaſing to Jove, 
She 3 to make England the empire of 

3 e: 

Then Mars nobly ſtepp'd from his miſtreſs“ ſide, 
; And ſwore that the — in arms ſhould pre- 
3888 a 


"* 
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While Bacchus declar'd that each heart-chearing 


Juice, | | 
For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen, he would 


produce, 


To render complete all the bleſſings, now paſt, 
And provide that they might to eternity af, ” 


"Twas reſolv'd that a toaſt ſhould that in 
be giv*n, 
And drank in full bumpers of nectar thro' heav'n; 
The toaſt of the Gods was, and mark it ye free,. 
May Britons with Britons for ever —_ 2 
y their enemies then they {hall always 


And with wine, wit, and women, inceſfantly 
chear'd. 


Co 


SONG CLIV. 


HEN Britain frſt, at heav'n's command, 


/ Arole from out the azure main, 
Arofe, &c. 


This was the charter, the charter of the land,” 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain: 
CHORUS, 


Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves, 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
uſt, &c. 


fear'd, _ 


- 
- 


* 


1 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great © 


and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. | 
Cho. Rule Britannia, Sc. 

Q Still 


. 
= 


as | 46 J 
Still mote majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe—— 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. | 
As the loud blaſt that ters the ſkies, 


Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Cho.——Rule Britannia, Sc. 


Thee — tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 

All their attempts to bend thec down, 

All their, &c. 

3 Win but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 

And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Cho. Rule Britannia, Sc 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine, 
Cho.— Rule Britannia, Se. 
The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
| Shall to t coaſt r, 
Shall, 2 20 FT 
* iſle! with beauty, with matchleſs beauty 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. , 


CHORUS, 


EE Rule 8 Britannia rule hes waves, 
For Britons never will be Jud 


SONG CLV, 
Vin 4 underwriters, ye tribe of pen and. 


We” wit. my fal lal de ra, &c. 


ir eer you want ſhecurities, 'tis we dat fand 


* 
. 


= U 


Who on the alley's gay parterre your tea and 
coffee drink, 
Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 
Rattling up Yoo" yellow boys, come hither at 
my C 
I'm buyer 4 I'm feller, and I can ſarve you all. 
_ Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 


Ye bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all the 


wadling crew, 
If 'twas not for us ſmouchers, I don know what 
you'd do ; 


ood bail, 
Our friends have got de tarniſh but den * 


ſhometimes fail. 
Wik my fa, &c. 
If noblemen have loſt race-horſe, and all their 4 | 


money ſpent, 1 
My heart it melts, I draw de pond, I lend fon 


cent per cent ; 


But if a life you would infure dats old and crazy 


roten, 
De ways = means [I'll let you know, to get de 
; bulineſs done. ; i 
Wid my fa, &c. -- _ 
Ye captains and ye colonels, ye jointer'd wiz 
dows all, : 
Ts little Iſaac come, when your ſtock begins wo. 
fall; 


- m1 put ye in a method once more to raiſe de cal, 
I'll buy into your finkink-fands——dat y 4 


may cut a flaſh, 4 
O 2 | Ye | 


9 


. A wy d, he was pleaſing to all where he came, 
— I turn'd his b ck on contention and ſtrife, 


Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his friend, 
And the peace of his mind was his ultimate emit; 


— 


A at ſight they draw ; ® 
3 We, 
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Ye parſons wid good livings, ye courtiers wid 


place, 


Advice I' of ve you cratis, and tink upon your 


If dare iſh oſhibility, for you I'll raiſe de duſt, 
But den ow _ excuſe me if I ſarve myſelf 
fir 


Wid my fa, &c. 
I give advice to ev'ry tribe, but phyſic and de 


law, 


But they out-wit the Jews themſelves, for bills 


when we lend our monifh, run ſome riſk— 
| tho” tis but mali. 
But they take all the moniſh, and run no riſk 


at all, 
Wid my fa, &c. 
A 


SONG CLVI. 


Ex care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul 
Who, -— 146 A208 ke, can his paſſions con- 
troul 


Of wiſeſt philolophers wiſeſt was he, 


Who, attentive to eaſe, let his mind full be free: 
The Frince, Peer, or Peaſant to him were the 


ſame, 


ze 


„ 


—_— 


a. nt 


| He found fault with none if none found fault 
with him, | 

If his friend had a humour, he humour'd his 
whim ; 

If wine was the word, why he bumper'd his glaſs, 

If love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs ; 

But ſtal turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


If councils diſputed, if councils agreed, 
He found fault with neither; for this was his 
creed, 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 
. Iwould be ſemper eadem an hundred years hence. 
Ile thought it was unlocial to be mal- content, 
If the <> ap went with him, with the tide too he 
went ; 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, % 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life, 


Was the nation at war, he wiſh'd well to the 
« {word ; 

| If a peace was concluded, a peace was his wa 
Diſquict to him, of body or mind, | 
Was the longitude only he never could find. — 
Tie philoſopher's ſtone was but gravel and pain, 
And all who had tought it, had ſought it in vain 
He ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ft 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus's rules, 

And deem his opponents both. aſſes and mules; 

Let thole not contented to lead or to drive, 

By the bees of their ſects be drove out of the hive z 

Expeil'd from the manſions of quiet and'eafe,” 7 

| May they never find out the bleſt art how to 

plcale ; jt 
03 While 
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While our friends and ourſelves, not forgetting 
our wives, 
By thoſe — may live all the days of our 
ves. 


CT OSD 
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| HE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore 
. Will ſtill defire to grow richer ; 
Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 
| My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
b - | CHORUS, 
My friend fo rare, my girl fo fair, 
| ith theſe what mortal can be richer; 


E Give me but theſe, a fig for care 
Wh my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve 
I 0 toil a hedger or a ditcher, 

If that when I come home at eve 

I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. | 
My friend fo rare, &c 


Tho fortune ever fhuns my door, 
I know not what tis can bewitch her; 
Wh all my heart can 1 be poor 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


| WD OT 
SONG CXLVIII. 


AT different tracks do mortals take, 

© 'Y What riſks they run for pleaſure's ſake; - 
© + The ruſtic hies to country fair, 

Is hopes to meet his damſel there ; 


"TO; 
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The beaux and belles, of ev'ry place, 
Make ſtruggles all in pleafure's ehace : 
Some to the ball-room all bedight, 
Would hunt her out by candle-light ; 
No place is left for penſive me, 
None but my friendly ſtile and tree, 


There, while I'm ſhelter'd from the ſun, 
That half his daily courſe has run, 

Full oft I liſten with content 

Unto ſome wood's inhabitant ; 

The mellow ozel, or the dove, 


That ſing their unmoleſted love; 


Or where the tune ful Philomel 
Chaunts o'er his ſweet harmoniac tale; 
Let no one envy penſive me 


My tranquil ſcene—my ſtile and tree. 


There oft I roam, as 'twere by ſtealth, 
And there receive the balm of health, 
Where no envenom'd tangues deride, 
By envy prompted, or by pride; 
There pleafure's form is ever 
And ſmiling treads upon the green ; 
While nature, with her bounteous hand, 
Beſtrews her riches on the land; 

Let no one envy penſive me 
The tranquil ſcene—my ſtile and tree, 


Or when the ſilent ſolemn night 
Shall borrow Cynthia's filver light, 
When all is huſh'd and all ſerene, 
Where but the owl and bat are ſeen, 
Near to ſome old monaſtic pile 
Again I feek my friendly ſtile ; 


Sometimes in contemplation loſt, 


To think what labour it has coſt ; 
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Let no one envy penſive me 
The tranquil fcene—the ſtile and tree. 


P 
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SONG CLIX. 


OVE when he ſaw my Fanny's face, 
With wond'rous paſſion mov d, 
orgot the caſe of human race, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd. 


Then to the God of ſoft deſire 

His ſuit he thus addreſs' d. 

I Fanny love with ardent fire, 
O touch her tender breaſt, 


Torr ſighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cried, 
2 I lov'd the maid before: 
What rival me? the Power replied, 
Whom Gods and men adore. 


He graſp'd the bolt, he ſhook the ſprings 
his imperial throne, 
While Cupid wav'd his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone, 


O'er earth and feas the Godhead fle, 
But ſtill no ſhelter found; 

For as he fled, his dangers grew, 
And light'nings flaſh'd around, 


At laſt his trembling fear impels 
His flight to Fanny's eyes, 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd, he dwclls, 
Nor minds his native ſkies. 


SONG 
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\ _ Saundy was preſs'd from his Alice's 


hac, 
As they ſtray d to converſe in the dale: 
And Saundy had afk'd the fair maid for his bridez 
But, alas! as he told her his tale, 

They tore him away, tho' ſhe fell on her knees, 
And implor'd them to ſpare her dear ſwain; 
But the gang it was deaf to her heart rending pleas, 

And they hurry'd him off to the main. 


She ſtood all alone a pale ſtatue of grief, 4 


When at length the tears burſt from her eyes; 
No friend near her ſide to afford her relief, 
And ſhe aſk'd it at length of the ſkies. 
The night-chearing moon was abſorb'd in a cloud, 
And the wind 'gan to rife in the North ; | 
The flocks on the mountains all bleated aloud, 
And the waves 'gan to foam in the Forth. 


At this moment the Galley was making its way © 


With the head-drooping Saundy on 
Who {py'd at a diſtance the ſhip as ſhe ly, 
In the mouth of the Forth ſhe was moor d: 
But the waves with the mountains now all 
| ſeem'd to vie, | 
For each wave left a valley below : 
Be ſteady ! be ſteady! od was the cry, 
Or adown to the bottom we go. 


Theſe were ſcaree fpoke, when 2 turbulent wave 
Bid defiance the {kill of each oar; 
For they all ſunk at once in a watery grave, 
All but one, that was caſt on the ſhore : 


'Twas Saundy, for whom the kind fates interfer d, 


As à warning that nought ſhould 6 
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The bondage of faith, when it ever adher'd 
To the hallowed mandates of love. 


He fled to his Alice, who mourn'd in defpair,— 
But when ſhe her Saundy beheld, 

His preſence ſoon vanquiſh'd her vifitor, Care, 
And the vapours of forrow diſpell'd. 

To the mountains they fled, far away from the 

main, 

Where no rude affailants engage ; 

No ruthans to part the fond lovers again, 
Till time ſhall intrude with old age. 


OWED DOD OLDLt"YDGDLOO COND 


SONG CLXxI. 


* SSIST, O thou God of the Vine, 
14 To —— libations we pour; 
Let mirth, wit, and jallity join, 


To cheriſh the feſtival hour. 
"Tis wine makes us happy and gay, 
The Lethe and balm of all woe; 


Lets crown the full 2 while we may, 
A bumper to bleſſings below, 


Let monarchs for kingdoms contend, 
A ſceptre's no more than a toy ; 
Our empire's a bottle and friend, 
Wit and wane are the fountains of joy. 


What's wealth or the gold of Peru, 

Poſſeſt they but add to our care; 

The wretch may take gold as his due, 
But ſouls will have wine and the fair, 

All wiſdom, ſays Solomon's vain. 

And reaſon brings doubt and deſpair; 


How 
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How books do but puzzle the brain, 
And teach us what idiots we are. 


| Let wretches ſeek grandeur and gold 
And l-arning, all troubleſome things; 

| Give us wine, O thou God of the Bowl, 

We're greater than ſages or kings. 


OTC 
SONG CLEAR. 


APPY's the love that meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn 
But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate 
Did ye there {ee me mark'd to marrow, 
Mary Scot the flow'r of Yarrow. 


Ah, no! her form's too heav'nly fair— 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare, 
While mortals with deſpair implore her, 
And at a diſtance duc, adore her... 

O, lovely maid! my doubts beguile, 
Receive and bleſs me with a {nule; 

Alas! if not, you ſoon debar a 

Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


Be huſh, ye fears, —I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 
Then I'll go tell her all my angaiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh, 
With ſucceſs crowned, I'll not envy 
The folks that dwell above the ſky: 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradite of Y arrow, 


SONG 
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TRAVERS'D Judah's barren ſand, 

At beanty's altar to adore; 
But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no more, 
In Greece, the bold, imperious mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen 


Where conſtancy is never nigh. 
From thence to Italy's fair ſhore 

I bent my never ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's t e bore 

A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 
But there, too, Superſtition's hand 
:- Had ſicklied ev'ry feature o'er, 
And made me foon regain the land 
Where beauty fills the Weſtern ſhore. 
Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow*r 

Connubial tranſport doth adorn ; 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
* That uſhers in each happy morn. 
| Le daughters of old Albion's iſle, 


.. Where'erl go, where'er 1 ſtray; 
O Charity's ſweet children fmile 
To chear a pilgrim on his way. 


= SONG CLXIV. 
I  J7ROM glaring ſhew and giddy noiſe, 
2 F The pleaſures of the vain, F 
Take me, ye ſoft and ſilent joys, 
| To your retreats again. . 


1 
Be mine, ye cool, ye peaceful groves, 
Whoſe ſhades to love belongs; 


Where Echo, as ſhe fondly roves, 
Repeats my Strephon's ſong. 


Ah! Strephon, why ſhould | depart 
From Elite and thee ? 

When in that ſolitude thou art 
A perfect world to me. 


OD” LH Ä w GOLD 
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ISTILL'D amidft the gloom of night, 
Dark hangs the Faced —- on the thorn, 

"Till notic'd by approach of light, 

It glitters in the ſmile of morn, 


| Morn ſoon retires; her feeble pow'r 
The fun outbeams with genial ray, 

And gently, in benignant hour, 
Exhales the ones pearl away. 


Thus, on affliction's ſable bed, 
Deep ſorrows riſe, of ſaddeſt hue, 


Condenling round the mourner's head, 
They bathe the cheek with chilling dew, 


Tho' pity ſhews her dawn from heav'n 
When. kind, ſhe points aſhſtance near, + 
To Friendſhip's fun alone 'tis given {I 
To {oothe, and dry the mourner's tear. 
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OME Fancy, — thou, who canſt regain 


What Time, with impious flight, 
P Miſdeems 
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Miſdeems her own, and tries in vain 

To veil in endleſs night. 

O! give me, c'er the golden rays 

Are from the ſky withdrawn, 

With raptur'd eye once more to trace, 
The Cottage on the Lawn. 


There friendſhip, love, the evening crown'd, 
There hail'd riſing day— F | 
The brook, the meadow ſmil'd around, 8 

And all was ſweet and gay: 
Within yon' grove the feather'd race 
Make — and dawn, 
And in their carols ſeem to praiſe 
The Cottage on the Lawn. | 


O! from my mind thoſe happy ſcenes | 
May no idea chace ; | 
F Ambition and his golden dreams | 
Would ill ſupply the place. | 
The charms that pow'r or wealth convey, 
From me be all withdrawn, 
So I may chaunt in humble lay | 
The Cottage on the Lawn, | | 
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O* the green ſedgy banks of the ſweet wind- N 
ang 190. | 
As blithe as the woodlark that carols in May, 
I paſs'd the gay moments with joy and delight, 
; For peace chear'd the morn, and content crown'd 
the night; 
Till love taught young hope my youth to deceive, 
What we with to be truc—love bids us believe. 
| Wherever 


1 


1 


Ihen ariſe, my brave boys, to the health- giving 


ee 6. 2 


Wherever I wander, thro' hill, dale, or grove, 

Young Sandy would follow with ſoft tales of 
love; | 

Enraptur'd he preſs'd me, then vow'd with a 
ſigh 

If Jenny was cruel, —alas! he muſt die; 

A youth ſo engaging, with eaſe might deceive, — Þ 

What we wiſh to be true—love bids us believe. 


He ſtole my fond heart, then he left me to mourn, 

For peace and content that ne'er can return : 

From the clown to the beau the ſex are all art, 

They complain of the wound, but we feel the 
{mart ; 

We join in the fraud, and ourſelves we deceive, 

What we wiſh to be true—love bids us believe, 


- 
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Wy Aurora is up, the ſweet goddeſs of 
ay. 


And Apollo from Thetis's breaſt, 
The flect-footed hare ſteals ſwiftly away, 
And the ſ cet-{hrilling lark leaves her neſt. 


CHORUS, 


4 


— 


chace, 
And hail the gay nymph of the morn ! 
No care in our breaſt ſhall ever take place 
While you follow the ſound of the horn, 


Sure no ſport on earth ſuch a pleaſure can yield, 
No joy to the chace can compare; | 
P 2 What 
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What proſpect ſo bright as to view the gay field, 
Or taſte of the ſweet morning air. 
Cuo, Then arile, my brave boys, &e. 


We thus ſpend our lives in a round of delight, 
While rapture beams bright in each eye; 

Our fav'rites we toalt with bumpers at night, 
And thus fickle Fortune defy. 


Cno. Then ariſe, my brave boys, &c. 
ONO UCC CCD LD DWP CDP 
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S I faw fair Clora walk alone, 
The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down ; : 


As Jove deſcending from his tow'r, 


Lo court her in a ilver ſthow'r, 


The wanton ſnow flew to her breaſts, 
Like little birds into their neſts ; 
But being overcome with whiteneſs there. 


For grief diflolv'd into a tear. 


Thence ng, on her garment's hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 


EEE 


SONG CLXX. 


F wine and muſic have the power 
To eaſe the ſickneſs of the foul ; 
Let Phœbus every firing explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 


Let them their friendly aid employ 
To make my Chloe's ablence light ; 


And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this live-long nigh+. 
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But ſhe to-morrow will return : 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles ſtrow, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ſtate, 


Kind goddeſs, to no other powers 
Let us to-morrow's bleflings own : 
Thy darling love ſhall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thine alone. 
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S ON G .CLXXI. 
DIEU! ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazzling eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought fo tedious grown; 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome {weets for me. 


And ſee, through yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder Gas my Daphne rove ; 

With pride her foot{teps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The fole confuſion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire ; 
I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value 1caſon next to love. 
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SONG CL. XXII. 


OW ſtands the glaſs around ? 
For ſhame, you take no care, my boys; 
3 How # 


262 } 
How ſtands the glaſs around 
Let miith and wine abound.— 


The nw found, the colours they are flying, 


S, 
To fight, kill, or wound :— 
May we ftill be found 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, on the 
cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why 

Should we be melancholy, boys; 
Why, ſoldiers, why ? 
Whoſe buſineſs tis to die. 
What, fighing, fie! 

D—mn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys! 
*Tis he, you, or I,— 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry; 

We're always bound to follow boys, 

And ſcorn to fly! 


*Tis but in vain,— 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, 
"Tis but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain. 
Should next campaign 

Send us to him that made us, boys, 
We're free from pain ! 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and good company 

| Cure all again. 
FF 
SONG Cl. XXIII. 

AIL Burgundy! thou juice divine 

Inſpirer of my ſong; 
The praiſes given to other wine, 


To thee alone belong. 


n 0 
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1. 63 ] 
Of poignant wit and roſy charms, 
Thou canſt the pow'r improve: 
Care of its {ting thy balm difarms, 
Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 


Bright Phoebus, on the parent vines 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 

Sweet-ſmiling thro” the tendril ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams. 

The pregnant grape receives his hres, 
And all his force retains ; 

With that ſame warmth our brain inſpires, 
And animates our ſtrains, 


From thee my Chloe's radiant eye 
New ſparkling beams receives, 

Her cheeks imbibe a roher die, 
Her beauteous boſom heaves, 

Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 
Oh! with what nervous heat ! 


_ Worthy the fair, we fill their arms, 


And oft our bliſs repeat, 


The ſtoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbend; 

A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And make him tale a friend. 

His brow grows clear, he feels cor:tent, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrife ; 

And then concludes his time well ſpent, 
In honeſt, ſocial life. 


E'en Beaux, thoſe ſoft amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 

Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings 
From ſenſe, —thy pow'r confeſs. 


[ 264 ] 

The Fop, with chitty, maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 

Forgets his cue and Gf grimace,— 
Grows free, and ſeems to think. 


SONG CLXXIV, 


TRAY not to thoſe diſtant ſcenes, 
From thy comfort do not rove ; 
Tarry in thoſe peaceful glens— 
Tread the quiet paths of love, 


Is not this ſequeſter'd ſhade 
Richer than the d alcove ? 

Tarry in this peaceful ſhade— 
Tarry here with me and love. 


Liſten to the woodlark's note— 
Liſten to the cooing dove ; 

Hark ! the thruſh's melodious note, 
All uniting carol love. 


See the limpid brooks around, . 
Winding thro” the varied grove ; . 
This is paſſion's fairy ground 
Tarry here with me and love. 


pes 
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SONG CLXXV, 


; CRUEL maid, how has thou chang'd 
The temper of my mind ; 
My heart, by tow from mirth eſtrang'd, 
Becomes, like thee, unkind. — 
By Fortune favor'd, clear in Fame, 
_ I once ambitious was; 


And 


{ »Gg 1} 
And Friends I had that fann'd the flame, 
And gave my youth applauſe, 


But now my weaknels all abuſe, — 
Yet vain their taunts on me ; 

Friends, fortune, Fame itſelf, I'd loſe, 
To gain one {mile from thee. 

Yet only thou ſhould'it not deſpiſe 
My tolly, or my woe ; 

If I am mad in others eycs— 
'Tis thou that made me ſo. 


But davs like theſe, with doubtings curſt, 
I will not long endure : 

Am I deſpiſed ? I know the worſt, 
And allo know my cure, 

If, falſe her vows ſhe dare renounce, 
She inſtant ends my pain; 

For oh! the heart mult break at once 
Which cannot hate again. 
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SONG CLXXVLI. 


ER mouth, with a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view, 
Is the bud of the roſe 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day, 
The hawthorn in bluom, 
The lilly's perfume, 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 


— 66 
SONG CLXXVIL. 


13 Bacchus one ev' ning inviting his friends, 
4 To partake of a generous flaſk, 
To each ſocial being a meſſage he ſends, 
To meet at the head of his caſk. 
The gueſts all appear'd at the place of addreſs, 
The witty, the grave, and the bold; 
Our circle ſurpaſs'd all that fancy can gueſs 
Of Arthur's round table of ol 


In the midſt of our merriment, who do you think 
Unſuſpected had ſeated him there ? 

But one Care in diſguiſe, who tip'd us the wink, 
And warn'd us of Time to beware, 


Who, in ſpight of his age, or the weight of his 


years, 
We ſhould find but a flippery blade; 


He's known by the lock on his forchecad he wears, 
And carries the fgns of his trade. 


"We gratefully plied him with bottle and 
Which ell dba his wrinkles apace; <a 
The Cynic grew Liythe, and his precepts forgot, 
And ſoon fell aſteep in his place. 
Regardleſs of Time, then we threw off reſtraint, 
Nor fear'd we to wake the old ſpark ; 


Our ſongs were ſelett, and our ſtories were quaint, 


And each was as gay as a lark. 


When all of a ſudden, fo aweful and tall, 
One appcear'd, who fpoil'd a good ſong ; 
Father m__ moving round by the fide of the 
wall 
Behind us, ſlow ſtealing along; 
We role to his rev'rence, and oller d 2 chair, 
He ſaid for no man he would ſtay,— 
ö | | Then 


* 


* 1 
Then Bacchus up ſtarted, and catch'd at his hair, 
And ſwore all the ſhot he ſhould pay. 


But Time, well aware of the God of the Grape, 
Evaded his efforts, and flew ; | 
We ſeiz'd on his glaſs, ere he made his eſcape, 
And inſtantly broke it in two ; | 
Then we fill'd each with wine inſtead of the ſand, i 
And drank double toalts to the fair, — 
Each member in turn, with a glaſs in each hand, 
Then parted, and went home with Care, 
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SONG CEXXVIIL. 
ME Peace and Pleaſures's melting {train 


For ever in this circle reign ; 
Awhile the muſe with ardor glows, 
To pay the debt that Britain owes. 
O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 
To praiſe cach valliant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band 


For freedom and his native land. 


The ſoldier ſeeks a diſtant plain, 

The ſailor ploughs the boſt'rous main, 
Their toil domettic cafe ſecures, — 

The labour theirs, the pleaſure yours: 
Then change awhile your ſoft delights, 
To praiſe each valliant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad cach hoſtile band 
For freedom and his native land. 


Le wealthy, who domeſtic ſweets 
Enjoy within your gay retreats, 
Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhare, 
Whence unmoleſted {prings your ſtare ; 


d 
* 
And . 
LI 
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And change awhile your ſoft delights, 
| _—_— each valliant fon that fights, 
A 


braves abroad each hoſtile band 
For freedom and his native land. 


Ye ſwains, who haunt the ſhady grove, 
And tranquil breathe the vows of love 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, 
But in the arms of peace rejoice, 
Change, change awhile your ſoft delights, 
I 0o praiſe each valliant fon that fights, 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band 

For freedom and his native land. 


And ye, who in this frolic train, 
Inſpir'd with muſic's ſprightly ſtrain, 
And wild with pleaſure's airy round, 
Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'd 
= Amid your ſocial dear delights, 

© Remember him who boldly fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band 
For freedom and his native land. 
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SONG CLXXIX. 


HEN bidden to the wake or fair, 

The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
Till Phœbe promis'd to be there, 

I loiter'd laſt of all the train. 

If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, — 
3 The ribbon gay, or filken glove ! 
Wich eager haſte I ran to buy, 
For what is gold compar'd to love? 


My poeſy on her boſom plac'd, 
Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale ; 


| rbg | 

Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 

With ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic preſents move : 


Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, 
And gold, alas! has baniſh'd love. 


2 


SON G CLXXX. 
THE ORIGIN OF GROG., 
Mitten on board the Berwick, a few days before Ad- 
miral Parker's engagement with the Dutch fleet, on 
the 5th of Augrzft, 1781. 
By Dr. Torr. 
Tune, Vulcan, contrive me ſuch a cu. 


IS ſung on d Olympus hi 
8 The Muſes bear — — 
Ere half the gods had drank their fill, 


The ſacred nectar four'd. 
At Neptune's toaſt the bumper ſtood, 


Britannia crown'd the cup; 
A thouſand Nereids from the flood 
Attend to ſerve it up. 


This nauſeous juice, the monarch cries, - 
Thou darling child of fame. 

* Tho! it each carthly clime denies, 
Shall never bathe thy name. 


* Ye azure tribes that rule the ſea, | . 
And riſe at my command. 


2 cc Bid 
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oy Bid Vernon mix a draught for me, 
* To toaſt his native land.” 


Swift o'er the waves the Nereids flew, 
Where Vernon's flag appear'd ; 

Around the ſhores they ſung True Blue*,” 
And Britain's hero cheer'd. 


A mighty bowl on deck he drew, 
And fill'd it to the brink; 

Such'drank the Burford's+ gallant crew, 
And ſuch the gods ſhall drink. 


The ſacred which Vernon wore, 
Was drench'd within the ſame ; 

From hence his virtues guard our ſhore, 
And Grog derives its name. 


To Heav'n they bore the — vaſe, 
From Porto Bello's . | 
And all Olympia's ——. blaze 
With Health to Britain's iſle!“ 


Gay with the cup Apollo ſung, 
e Muſes ind the ſtrain; 
Mars cried © Encore! and Vulcan rung 


Let's drink her o'er again.“ 


Some ſignal gift,” they all exclaim, 
« And worthy 'of the ſkies, 
„Shall long protect this iſland's name, 
And fee her genius riſe. 
Henceforth no foes her coaſts ſhall brave, 
Her arts and arms ſhall crown, 
Her gallant tars ſhall rule the wave, 


And freedom be her own.” 


With 
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* 1 
With three times three, the deed was 58 
And ſeal'd at Jove's command, | 
The mandate {ent on wings of wind, | 
To hail the happy land. 4 


CHORUS, 
This cup divine, ye ſons of worth, 
Was Md for you alone; 
And he that drinks is bound by oath 
To {link with Britain's fun, 
* A favourite Song. 
+ Flag-ſhip at the taking of Porto-Bello. 

: Admiral Vernon uſually wore a grogram cloak in bad 
weather, from which the ſailors called him Old Grogz 
hence the name, in honour of him, was transfe 
the ſpirit and water, becauſe he was the firſt officer who 
ordered it in this manner on board his Majeſ#y's ſhips. 
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SONG CLXXXI. 
Wet Orpheus went down to the regions * 


below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, - 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 
All Hell ſtood amaz'd—that a perſon ſo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his Hife, 
And venture ſo far; but how vaſt their furpriſe 
When they found that he came for his wife!! 


To find out a puniſhment due tg the fault, 
Old Pluto long puzzled his < "ok 

But Hell had not torments ſufficient be thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again. | 


22 But 


[ 72 | 
But pity, ſucceeding, ſoon vanquiſh'd his heatt, 


And, pleas d with his play ing ſo well, 
He took her again 1n — for his art, 


Such power had muſic in Hell! 


OR 
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SONG CLXXXII, 
HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 


Toy exhilarates my foul ; 
To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair and ever young, 
When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſel then farewell. 
Let the winds that murmur, ſweep 
my ſorrow to the deep. 


Let the winds, &c, 


When I arink dull time away, 
olly Bacchus, ever 
ads me to delig heful bow” rs, 
| Full of 8 full of flow'rs, 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
3 -- hen 15 raiſe life's rural ſcenc. 
—— ueſter'd, and ſerene. 


Then 1 praiſe, &c. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
(Richeſt fragrance flowing round) 
And ſome 2 nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain. 
When, from g — deep and wide, 
I exhauſt = gen'rous 2 
All my foul unbends, [ ar 

Gameſome with the young — 

- Cno, A — ſoul, &c. 


Then ſince life is no more than a bubble, * 


1 
SONG CLXXXIII. 


ET thoſe who would wiſh to hear reaſon, 
Attend to the leſſon I give; 
Since to day is for pleaſure the ſeaſon, 
O! ſeize the dear moment and live. 
"Tis a maxim we all muſt remember, 
While the fun ſhines be fure to make hay; 
Which reminds us, from June to December, 
That we ought to make much of to-day. 


Away then with care and with ſorrow, 
And with all that may burthen the mind ; 
He who plealure puts off till to-morrow, 
Loſes that which he wifhes to find, 
The preſent for mirth is the hour, — 
The prelent the time to be gay; _ 
With haſte let us take then the flow'r, 
Which can only be gather'd to-day. 


Our condition as quickly may vary, 
As the wind, or the tide, or the 
Our ſchemes and our projects mifcarry,— 
Nay e'en death may o'ertake us as ſoon. 


.a* 


Enjoy all its gifts while ye may; 
To-morrow may enter with trouble, 


Then at leaſt be ſecure of to-day. 
. - * , N 0 ' 4 "M. 
SONG CLXXXIV. 
H*2 Neptune, when firſt he took charge of 
1 the ſea, | — 
Been as wile, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
* 23 = WU 
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Held have thought better on't, and inltcad of 


1 


brine, | 


Would have ARIVd the vaſt occan with generous 


wine. 


W bat trafficking then would have been on the 


main, 


For the lake of good liquor, as well as for gain! 


No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of finking, — 


The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drink- 
ing. 


The hot chirſty ſun would then drive with more 


haſte, 
Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt ; 
And when he'd got tipley, would have taken his 


3 nap 
Wich double the pleaſure on Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 


wine, | 
Con how gloriouſly Phœbus would ſhine ; 
vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high 


V 
To reheve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleſt with ſuch 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! 

Nay, even the beggar, that has ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh. 
What mirth and contentment in ev'ry one's 


" brow 
Hob, as great as a Prince, dancing after his plow ! 


* 


The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 


Altho' they but ſip, would eternally ſing. _ 
| The 


11 | A" 
The Tars, which, 1 think, don't to driukimn 

incline, f | king 
Would frifk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd? 
Our ſpirits ſtill rikng, our fancy ne'er cloy d! 
A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r, 


To flip, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour. 


SONG CLXXXY. 


HEN'ER I am mending a ſhoe, 
Ev'ry thing in my {tall that I view, 
To my doating remembrance brings you, 3 
While my heart in my boſom uu thump. * 
The beſt callimanco's your hair, 4 
Your {kin is the lining fo fair. 
My aul to your eyes ; compare, * 


That wounded the heart of poor Clump. gy 


Your teeth, which like ivory ſhow, ' by 
Are the pegs, in a white, even row, ' | 
Which at ev'ry blow 

My heart in my boſom goes thump. 
Each object, of you bears a part,— 
Your wit, that's fo piercing and Tmart, 
Is my knife, but my lapttone your heart, 

Which will ne'er let you pity poos Clump. 


SONG CLXXXVI. 


| A BOOK, a friend, a ſong, a glafs, — 
 £ W A chaſte, yet hughter-loving laſs, 


1 


LY 
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To mortals various joys impart 
n the ſenſe, and wares the heart. 


Thrice happy they who careleſs laid 
Beneath a kind embowering ſhade, 
With rofy wreaths their temples crown, 
In roſy wine their ſorrows drown. 


Mean-while, the Muſes wake the lyre.— 
The Graces modeſt mirth inſpire ; 
Good-natur'd humour, harmleſs wit, 
Well-temper'd joys, not grave nor light. 


Let facred Venus with her heir, 
And dear Ianthe too be there; 
Muſic and wine in concert move 


With beauty and refining love. 


There Peace ſhall ſpread her dove-like wing, 
And bid her olives round us ſpring ; 

There truth ſhall reign a facred guelt, 

And Innocence to crown the reit. 


Behne! ambition, riches. toys 
; „toys, 


And ſplendid cares, and guilty joys; 
Give me a book, a friend, a ola E 


$ 
And a chaſte, laughter-loving laſs. 


A 


s ON G CLXXXVI. 


* b pay you with words, and fine 


ladies with vapours.— 
Your parſons with preaching, and dancers with 
capers; oe 
Soldiers pay you with courage, and ſome with 
their lives ; 


Some men with their fortunes, — and ſong with 


their wives ! 


7 1 . 

Some with the ſame, ſome with conſcience, and 

many throw both in: 

Phyſicians with latin, and great men with nothung * 
I, not to be fingular in ſuch a throng, 


For your kindneſs pay you with the end of a 
long. 


But pleading, engroſſing, declaring, and vap'ring, 

n — an — and 
cap'ring; 

And preaching, and ſwearing, and bullying, 
prelcribing, 

And coaxing, and wheedling, and feeing, and 

| bribing ; 

And ev pany | — art of hum-drumming, 

Are clearly of {ome fort a ſpecies of humming : 

Humnming ! nay take me with you, the term's 

„ a _— | 

But I only meant—humming the end of a ſong. 


For all who thus kindly may pay me attention, 
I would I had language of ſome new invention 
My thanks to return; for where's the expreſſion 
Can deſcribe of your kindnels the gra im- 
reſhon ? 
May every deſire of your heart be propitious,— 
Be laſting fuccels the reſult of Cs 
Unimpair'd be your joys, your lives happy and. 
long,— | 
And now I AM COME TO THE END OF MX 
DONG, 


_ TOASTS 


Ove to one, friendſhip to a few, and good- 
will to all. 


May we learn to be frugal, before we are oblig- 
ed to be lo. | 


May the deſires of our hearts be virtuous, and 
thoſe deſires be gratified. 
Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip, | 
.- Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 
All Fortune's daughters but the eldeſt, 
May temptation never conquer virtue. 


Riches without pride, or poverty without mean- 
nels. 


May we . from the temptations which we can- 


not reſi 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleafure to our taſte. 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on refleftion. | 
Merit to gain a heart, and ſegſe to keep it, 'F 


_ May a virtuous offspring ſucceed to mutual and 
. honourable love. 


Virtue for a guide, and — for an attendant. 

©" SS to the generous, and power to the mer- 
ci ful. 

The woman we love, and the friend we dare truſt. 


May we be happy when alone, and cheerſal when 
in company, 


| 19 ] 
The true partriot, who dies with pleaſure for 
country's good. | 211 
A head to earn, and a heart to 7941 
May we never meet an old friend with a new 


Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. 

Frugality without meanneſs. 

Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

Independency, and a genteel ſufficiency. 

May we always forget when we forgive an injury. 

May we never condemn that in others which 
we would pardon in ourlelves. as. va 

May the fingle be married, and the married be 
happy. RES. | | 

May power ever continue in the friends of old 
England. 3 

Plenty to a generous mind. Fiz) 

May we be flatterers to nothing but our duty, 
and friends to nothing but merit. | 

Proviſion to the unprovided, | 

Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 

That Freemen may never more be conſidered as 
a property to be led to market, 

The king to the laws, and the church to the 
bible. 

The honeſt north-country ſmith, who refuſed 


to ſhoe for the man who voted againſt his 
country, ' 


The honeſt patriot, and unbiaſs'd Briton, 
The roſe of pleaſure, without the thorn, 
Life, love, and liberty, 


May Love and' reaſon be friends, and Beauty 2 


and Prudence marry. 


May 4 miſer grow poor, and the benevolent 
ric 


* 
> Add ee A eee are teh — 


May 


The harveſt of life, Jove, wit, and good humour, | 


May we be rich in friends, rather than money. 
Eh who wane frantihip; aifb wane friends, 
2 thoſe who love truly be always believ'd, 

7 | 
nen- have + friend, and know bi 
x be the pilot, when Paſſion blows 


s the cockſwain when Love fills 
AY and be 


FINIS, 


